Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



IRISH MINSTRELSY; 



OR 



BARDIC REMAINS OF IRELAND. 



^3 



IRISH MINSTRELSY, 



OR 



BARDIC REMAINS OF IRELAND ; 



WITH 



ENGLISH POETICAL TRANSLATIONS. 



COLLECTED AND EDITED, 



WITH NOTES AXD ILLUSTRATIONS, 

oc 

BY JAMES HARDIMAN, M. R. I. A. 



€C 



btonn 3jii<6h 6i^6^m <^p 6h<^nc<^i3h ij- (^p cheolc^^ish." 



" I will give thee a book — it containeth the Songs of the bards of Erin, of 
the bards of the days that are gone/' John Philpot Curran. 



VOL IL 



i"^ LONDON : 

JOSEPH ROBINS, BRIDE COURT, BRIDGE STREET. 

1831. 




/^o/3 - 



t 

I i 



CONTENTS OF VOL II. 



PART III. — JACOBITB RELICS. 



PAGE 



Cipe ^3ur ]ti3h yium^x • 


Ireland and King James 


11 


Cuipe<^bli TnhTK^ ^r\ 6<^jiA 


Lament for the Queen 




|ti3he yeuiTK^ii* . . . 


of James II. . . 


17 


CVTobliTK^ iK^ c^^jijiAiSe . . 


Cliona of the Rock . 

• 


25 


^Km nAy^^oipTe . . . 


Canticle of Deliverance 


33 


Yiiil c^bh|i<^ch €i|te<^nn . . 


The Expected of Ire- 
land 


37 


IMill - chuTnh<^i6h n<^ n- 






'56.ibh6X 


Lament of the Gael . 


43 


C<^pn3<^ijie<^chc ^hoinn yH- 


Prophecy of Donn Fir- 




pinmsh 


inneach .... 


47 


Yei(3hXn bui6he .... 


Shane Bui .... 


51 


Yile n-uT S^'^^bhiK^ ; . . 


Sheela na Guire . . 


55 


5iw^inne |7lh<^ol .... 


Grana Weal .... 


65 


U Aill-chunfih<^6hyhe<^3h&in 






Cl&p<^ich 


Claragh's Lament . .- 


71 


bAn-chnoic Ciiie<^n 63h ! . 


The Fair Hills of Ire- 





land 79 



CONTENTS. 

loTK^Iibi^bhYheAsh&in bhui6he Expulsion of Shane Bui 83 
f e^sh^^n 0'6uibhip <^n John O'Dwyer of the 

5hle<^nn<^ Glen 87 

le h-<^ii' n<^ T&n^ • • • Beside the Suir ... 95 
^lip cheiiii'pa|'n<^n-5<^o6h<^l On the Downfall of 

the Gael .... 103 
]t<^inn Epigrams 120—131—132 

—136—137 

blo3hA6h A Fragment. . . .143 

*5|i^inne (Tlh^ol .... Old Grana Weal . .144 

^fefioimin fcubh ! . . . Drimindoooh! . 145 

|1<^nn Epigram . . . . .159 



PART IV.— ODES, ELBGIBS, ETC. 

^6<^U-3hubh<^ Cho|tnA <^3 Torna's Lament^A. D. 

c<^otneA6h A bh^\jc6. - . 423 ....... 183 

bo ?lobh m^c &u<^ch-&<^lUn Dalian's Ode to Aodh, 

po ch^n A.D, 580 . . . .189 

bo &hu]bh5hiollA, |-ci<^ch Dalian's Ode to Aodh's 

Qlobh6. Shield 191 

Citii^mhmn Y*heAnchRm . Seancbaa's Lament . 193 

Cionn-Choit(i<^i6h Kinciora, of Mac Liag's 

Lament^ A.D. 1015 . 197 



Those thas marked * are not translated. 



CONTENTS. 

On5-chuiiYihTi'iu3h<^6h ^hac Mac Giolla Caoimh 
5hioll^ c^oiwih <^i|i bhp1<^n mournfully remem- 
^3^T ^ TVih(<Khibh . • . bers Brian and his 

Nobles 203 

CuTmhniu3h<^bh wilieic Ik^i3 Mac Liag in exile re- 

<^i|i bhpiAn b6|toimhe . . members Brian . . 209 
Ce<^|tbhj^ll t)&U A3ur An Carroll O'Daly and 

m^c<^U ...... Echo 213 

yi&n le h-Ci|tmn . . . • Doctor Keating to his 

Letter 219 

l)e<^nn C<^6<^i|i . • . • . Ode to the Hill of 

Howth .... 223 
5€<^P|ioib ^mnponn ^^ip bh- Ode by Gerald Nugent 

|:&3bh^il CipeAn 6o . . on leaving Ireland . 227 
J/i<^nn<^P?Lqiuiec ui C^Uibhe Patrick Healy'sWishes 231 
JVI&ccnAbh un 6uine bhoil- Soliloquy at Timo- 

3hioy^ieh league Abbey . .335 

^^pbhn<^ Oili):^i|i 5n^T • Elegy on the Death of 

Oliver Grace . . . 245 
Coi[ie<^6h pie^3h&m ChU- Elegy on the Death of 

p<^ich John Mc. Donnell . 253 

€ibhliii n-i *2l|taK^in Ellen Hartnan, a Mo- 
nody 269 

C^6hmom6 bhpe<^ch- Edmond Walsh, a Pas- 



ti<^ich toral Dirge . • . 263 



CONTENTS. 



b<^iiici3hc<^pn<^ Ibhe^^bhAch The Lady Iveagh . . 267 

[Tl^pbhnA &honnchAi6h [71c Elegy on Denis Mc. 

CA|tpch<^ic Carthy 273 

Oib bo chUnn^^ibh |7l1le<^6h Ode to the Milesians . 281 

^Kn 6o bhpi<^n n<^ |7lupch<^ BrianO'Rourke 287 

?ln yfo3<^ii)he [lom&nAch . The Roman Vision . . 307 

*2lliu lAch n-Cipe<^nn . • Ode by Amergin . • 349 

*2lTn 3<^cch 1 nfiui|i . . . — — 350 

*|*ui6he<^m pnn ^rop y<^n 

rp<^chc Lugad . . .351 

*2l mhic Us^^ine co T^ch . Royn6 . . . 362 

*Oll<^mh):o6hlA ipeochAip 3^1 Ferceirtne. . 353 

blo3h<^6h A Fragment .... 359 

♦|lo bhe^z ^n inir yinn ^^^ill Poem by Aldfred . . 372 

•'Zlmlipi^n Pastoral Song . . . 376 

*Ck^ An T<^oi ? Ode by Keating . . 378 

*2l bh<l|ic b'<^n<^nih cu . . Boatman's Hymn . . 383 

l<^i>ibh bh1n blicilbin . . . Lay of Bin Bolbin . . 387 

*|*e<^np<^ice Cipiorin<^ch<^ . Irish Proverbs . . . 397 



PART III. 



JACOBITE RELICS. 



) 



" Qtts quidem Cantilena ita scite facta, ita concinnis rhythmis 
modttlisque suis est attemperatay at plebis animos mire ad 
Principisy libertatisque Patriae amorem excitaverif — *' That 
song was so artfully contrived, and so well composed in its 
rfaimes and notes, that it stirred up in the minds of the people 
a wonderful affection for the prince, and the liberty of their 
native country.'^ 

VBRifElDBN, in elogiis, quoted by Bayk, V. 20, o. 



JACOBITE RELICS. 



The publication of the popular songs of the modern Greeks/ 
M considered as one of the most remarkable events which have 
taken place in the literature of our days. The Border and 
Jacobite ballads of Scotland are long before the world, 
and have been received with deserved approbation, but the 
political songs of Ireland, more patrio, have hitherto remained 
unnoticed and unknown. That these effusions are not, how- 
ever, inferior to those either of the Scots or Greeks, and 
particularly in strong expression of national feeling, will it is 

m 

rather confidently anticipated, appear from the few specimens, 
now for the first time, laid before the public. 

The political situation of the Irish with respect to England, 
has been frequently compared with that of the Greeks in their 



• Chants populaires de la Grefe Moderne. — 8w. Parii, 1824. — See the New 
Monthly Magazine, vol. xi. p. 139. 
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4 IRISH MINSTRELSY. 

relation to Turkey. Lord Byron emphatically called the Greeks, 
*< A kind of Eastern Irish Papists," thereby intending to 
convey in the strongest possible manner to an European 
mind, the idea of Turkish despotism and Grecian slavery.* 
The bards of these devoted nations have nearly in the same 
manner embodied in their songs the feelings of the conquered 



* The present prime minister of England, Mr. Canning, in a poem entitled 
The Slavery of Greece, feelingly describes the condition of that suffering 
country. May the highly gifted author now torn his attention to the oppressed 
" land of his fathers ; ** and, as he possesses the power, talents, and disposition, 
so may he, by one decisive blow, extend civil liberty to Ireland. The bigot 
may oppose, but every bigot is a coward. Though he talk loud, he trembles 
and withers before the high resolve of fortitude and virtue. The following pas- 
sage in Mr. Canning's poem, by mere change of scene, is but too applicable to 
the state of Ireland. — 

" Thy sons (sad change !) in abject bondage sigh ; 

Unpitied toil and unlamented die. 

Groan at the labours of the galling oar, 

Or the dark caverns of the mine explore. 

The gUtt'ring tyranny of Othman*s sons. 

The pomp of horror which surrounds their thrones, * 

Has awed their servile spirits into fear, 

Spumed by the foot they tremble and revere. 

The day of labour, night's sad, sleepless hour, 

Th* inflictive scourge of arbitrary power. 

The bloody tenor of the pointed steel. 

The murderous stake, the agonizing wheel, 

And (dreadful choice) the bowstring, or the bowl, 

Damps their faint vigour, and unmans the soul. 

Disastrous fate ! still tears will fill the eye. 

Still recollection prompt the moumfiil sigh ; 

When to the mind recurs thy former fame, 

And all the horrois of thy present shame." 



• • • * 
• • • • 

• • • 
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and oppressed people of both countries; but the cry of suf- 
fering humanity is the same in every age and clime. Whoever 
shall take the trouble of comparing the histories of Greece 
and of Ireland, and of observing the systematic conduct of 
their respective rulers, will find, the difference of condition 
betvreen the ** Eastern Irish Papists," and the Western 
Greek Helots, not so great as may at first view appear. 
The former were oppressed by Turks, the latter by Christians, 
and to the shame of these English Christians be it recorded, 
that in the exercise of their tyrannic sway in Ireland, they have 
excelled the most furious followers of Mahomet in Greece. 
Circumstances may arise, when the infliction of death be- 
comes an act of mercy, and the preservation of life a refined 
cruelty, by reserving the victim for more exquisite torture. 
Adrian, the Pope, ** let slip the dogs of war." Debilitentur — 
Deleantury weaken— exterminate, became, for centuries, the 
war cry in Ireland. From Henry the Second, to Henry 
the Eighth, the land was deluged with the blood of the 
natives. Elizabeth depopulated Munster. James the First 
depopulated Ulster. Cromwell cut off thousands of the Irish, 
and treated the survivors with more than Turkish cruelty. 
William closed the sanguinary scene, and the genius of 
England, satiated with blood, amused itself under Anne, and 
her successors, to George the Third, in erecting the most 
hideous monument of legal persecution ever exhibited to th e 
view of an astonished world. During these horrible scenes, 
a priest, a bard, and a wolf, were alike objects of state 
vengeance in Ireland. The same reward was proclaimed for 
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the head of each. The bards have been extenninated ; but 
the priests, sostained by a higher power, sorvive, for what 
end yet remains to be developed. 

The persecuted bards of Ireland, like their brethren of ancient 
Wales, had long, and assiduously laboured in the service of 
their country. They sung of its ancient glories, they mourned 
over its woes, and lamented its downffll. They incessantly ex- 
erted themselves to rouse their fellow countrymen to resist the 
invader, and stimulated them to almost incredible deeds of 
heroism and romantic valour.^ Hence they became par- 
ticularly obnoxious to the English, by whom they were invariably 
proscribed and persecuted. This extraordinary succession of 
men, has, notwithstanding, left behind imperishable memorials 



* The following eloquent passage, from Remarks on the Speeches of our 
famous countryman, Grattan, in a modem periodical, presents a true picture 
of Irish warfare, for centuries after the invasion : — 

" What Ireland might have been with her great original qualities of war and 
peace, cultivated and guided to her true interests, is now beyond conjecture. 
In the recent struggles of the empire, she has not fallen behind any of its 
kingdoms in the vigour of her genius, or the valour of her soldiers. It cannot 
be doubted, that, in her historic darkness, many a bold hand and mighty 
intellect arose and perished. Men fought from the rage of appetite, from the 
madness of faction, from the impulse of gallant blood ; without direction and 
without reward. History recoils from this furious gladiatorship, and leaves the 
heroic slaves without a name. Yet, in a nobler cause, and in a later time, those 
men might have stood among the glorious of the earth. If, in the spirit of the 
Homeric prayer, the light had been let in upon the conflict round that trampled 
and defaced corpse, their native sovereignty, the world would have seen, grap- 
pling hand to hand, many a form worthy of kings and chieftains, many a noble 
courage and superb mind, stamped by nature to have led armies to battle, and 
guided the councils of empires.''— N«o Edmburfh Review, vol. iii. p. 554. 
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of patnotism and genius. Many of these remnants haTe 
escaped the destroying hand of time, and the yet more de- 
stnictiTe rage of the relentless persecutor. Some will be found 
in these volumes, but several are still scattered through the 
country, which it is hoped may yet be wrested from oblivioD. 

The few contained in this work, relate chiefly to the timet 
of the second James, and his descendants. Although the 
Irish fought for that monarch, it was more from a principle of 
allegiance, with, perhaps, a vain hope of regaining their 
freedom and confiscated estates, than from any. particular 
attachment to him, or his ungrateful race. With characteristic 
bravery, they resolved to conquer or perish in his cause; but, 
the pusillanimous king betrayed them on the very verge of 
Tictory by his dastardly conduct. This sunk deep in their 
hearts. For his descendants there was but little sympathy in 
Ireland. The attempts of 1716 and 1745 in Scotland, excited 
no correspondent sensation or movement here ; neither <* tongue, 
pen, or sword," was moved in their favour. 

For a long period, however, after the revolution, the last 
of the race of our bards, indignant at the national oppressions, 
and disregarding the terrors of death or exile, which inevitably 
followed detection, poured forth their feelings of political 
hope, enmity, revenge, or despair, in strains, which roused 
and strengthened those passions in the breasts of their 
desponding countrymen. These *'heiirt home lays" of their 
venerated bards, the people treasured up in their memories ; 
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and, as it was treason to sing them openly, they were chaunted 
at private meetings, or by the cottage fire-sides throughout the 
land, with feelings little short of religious enthusiasm. By 
these means, the embers of discontent were fanned and kept 
alive, until they burst forth in those terrible conflagrations 
which afterwards entailed so much misery on the country. 
The effect the goYemment could punish, but it could not 
prevent the cause. Perhaps, if a remedy were sought, the 
best would have been to give publicity to those proscribed 
stanzas. The spell of secrecy would thus be broken, and the 
charm from which they derived their principal influence dis- 
solved. Time, however, has rendered them harmless. They are 
now remembered, merely for some favorite expression or poetic 
beauty ; and sung, more for the sake of the charming airs with 
which they are associated, than for any political sentiments 
which they may contain. The claims of the ill-fated Stuarts 
are forgotten. These once national hymns can, therefore, at 
the present day, be considered only as curious literary frag- 
ments ; and, as such, they are now laid before the public. 

Although the present part of this work is entitled " Jacobite 
Relics," yet some poems of an earlier date have been admitted. 
The '' Lament of the Gael," in the time of Elizabeth ; ** John 
O'Dwyer of the Glen," in the days of Cromwell; and 
perhaps, one or two others. The greater number, however, 
were composed at, and since the period of the Revolution of 
1688. Of the authors but little is known. In a country groaning 
under the inflictions of penal laws, and the influence of a 
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system of universal espionage, the utmost caution was necessary 
to aToid detection. Many of these pieces were, therefore, 
composed under circumstances of impenetrable secrecy. The 
few partioularsy however, that could be gleaned, will be found 
io the notes. 
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cific iisny fiisi) reuf/'Hif. 



ei|te. — C%6i pn <^Tnuich? — Qf$<^nK^T) ^^ Y*&uitk^t "p^^oi 

Ci|ie. — f/o Veim-shoiitc-p pn ! ^ ch&^6-The<^|tc 3<^ti pbh, 
21 |iieiTn-chei]tc ^3 TcpioT 60 n^lmhie ; — 

21'T 5U|t (^uT<^bh <^n ):ui|te<^TiTi illiy, 
6'lpui3 Tn6 'noif 3^11 Tuik, ^6j\ chl&pich, 3<^n chlois, 
^K c<^omh-ch|tuic ^^3 Teiniie<^bh lAoiche. 



ye^^m, — ^21 cheile 3<^n bhinib^ bubh €i^e6j\ b^mh pich 

1* ^m ^en6i\i 3<^n ):ui|te<^nn bhi6he^T-y<^. — 
3ibh ph^icy cu bh-):iintTn, 3le3he<^l nK^p lil, 
*X 60 bh&u1rT<^ Tn<^|t nihil n^ bh-):iii Tn-bhe<^ch 

^cj qt^ne 'ti<< pnne ^ ccotnihe<^TC<(|t. 
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IRELAND AND KING JAMES. 



BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN, ESQ. 



Ireland. — ^Wbat stranger turns for refuge to my hall. 
Whose gate still opens wide to misery's call ? — 



James. — ^Thy James alas ! in want and woe I come 
To seek the shelter of thy friendly home. 



Ireland. — ^Woe 1 that the sanction of thy sacred name^ 

Should come to deepen destitution's claim ; 

When foes discomfited should trembling flee 

Before thy reeking blade ! — ^but woe is me ! 

Gazing upon his baffled brand, the Gael 

Curses the hordes that warp the eternal scale ; 

And rend with ruffian hand the trembling string, 

That waked the heart to rapture's fervid spring ; 

Or at the shrine its deep devotion poured. 

When Christ looked down where Christian priests adored. 
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bei&h ^n c-^ |tinne ^n chitinnne, c<(obh iMc ^'b choiTni]ic 

bh<^e3hM ^'x ^ bhiioib bo n^mhbe ; — 
bei&h -pi^^bh^fi <^3UT -puil, beibh &|tle<^c1i ^*j reiniih, 

^ifi ch|t<^opnhui|t <^3 ce^^chc ^'6 choiinhbe^^chc 
?l3 CleiTienc *t ^3 philib ^*j ^J^pley 3^11 nme 

21*6 ch^0Tnhn<^6h 't ^'b choiTm|ic ch^bhche. 



ye<^m. — ^5^liTn 3UI1 cu, mo cheile ^'j mo chuib, 

*y ^'b $u3m<^iT 30 bh-):uilim clAolbhce 
*y 3<^ch qi^un-chup^bh <^ 113011, bo qi<^och<(bh ^ip mui|t, 

'f bo c^ur^^bh le com^^nn bile<^y, 
Chum me <^3uy rii, ^p 3-CI&11 ^'j <^|t 3-CI013, 

T 3^^^ lAoch me<^|t be chine^^bh f/hlle^^bh, 
bheich 'tk^ n-<^ol-bhiioi3 3<^n nme, ^3 pl&iie^^chc 'y ^3 
femne^^bh, 

C^ol-ch|tuic le miliT lAoTche. 



Cipe. — ^*l b<^^h<^l ope <^Tioiy, cA <^on-mh<^c tk^ cpumne 
'y <^p Ti<^omh-bhpom3e<^l mhilif c<^oibh le<^c ; 
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James, — Spouse of my soul ! I was constrained to flee — 

The minions I dared trust abandoned me ; — 

Out on the false ones ! thousand foes pressed on — 

Betrayed — deserted — could I stand alone ? — 

Thy Phoenix form ! thy cheek's fresh lily hue ! 

Thy fragrant lips distilling honied dew ! 

Dear victim ! what are these, when churls prevail, 

And thy sons curse the brand that thus could fail ? 



Ireland. — Bend not, my stately oak ! nor let dismay 
Blench thy bold brow ! the craven may betray — 
Desert thee — foes assail thee — but in vain ! 
God is with thee to shelter and sustain. 
Gleams the bright blade ! the ocean from afar 
Wafts to thy aid all circumstance of war — • 
With Clement's — Philip's banner streaming high, 
Naples shall shade thee, and thy foes defy. 



James. — My spouse! my portion ! in thy changeless faith 
Is all my pride — my hope of glory's wreath — 
Count o'er the valiant hearts — the true — the brave. 
Whose truth, by sea or land, has earned a grave. 
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fl&bhpb 3^ch b|toi&, ^'x -^hhhe^nn lonn ^ bh-|:uil, 

5^ t^ibpb c^p ntuch, n<^ bp^n-coipc le bftoib, 
5<^n e<^6<^ch n<< cui6 tk^ h-oi6hche. 
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15 



In loyal strife, to bid our holy, fane 

Pour to approving heaven its welcome strain — 

And lofty spirits of Milesian line,' 

Freely in their white, happy homes entwine — 

Proud and unfettered, from all controul. 

Save the bright spell that binds them soul to soul — 



Ireland. — But rest thee now ! a firmer hope remains ! — 
A hand divine prepares to rend thy chains ! 
The Mother of the Man-Gpd shall invoke. 
The Eternal deal the liberating stroke. 
The Scot — the Gael — the rallying thousands come; 
The reeking sword half chokes the ravening tomb ; 
And o'er the deep the festering boars ^ shall flee. 
Racked with " the want, the woe," they wrought for thee. 
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P<ch €u5rK^ch mo bheom 6't&i3 5<^obhlAibh y!^ cheoibh, 
5<^n bWobhs^bh fK li03<^6h, wi'-ph^^ch c<^oiTice 30 be6i5h ! 



bh16h cdop <^nn ^ beol, s^n chl^on<^bh <^Tin ^ clobh, 
*2lchc wnne <^3ut c<^dine, 3<^ti yc^on<^bh 60 irjiSih. 



'U i^mh-chopp b<^ c<^it, nK^p 3h^iT ^^P ^' ^-e<^T> 
b<^ 3hlei3iol <^ 3eu3<^, d miu\i d'y <^ b<^T, 
5<^Ti bheim dip <^ yrK^i-, d h-e<^b<^n n^'p chdj-, 
5up T^<<pui3h 6. T^U, 'y <^ qij^chc 60 bA iw^f 
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LAMENT FOR THE QUEEN OF KING 

JAMES II.* 



BY HENRY G RATTAN CURRAN. 



Dark source of my anguish ! deep wound of a land, 
Whose young and defenceless the loss will deplore ; 

The munificent spirit, the liberal hand, 
Still stretched, the full bounty it prompted to pour. 



The stone is laid o'er thee ! the fair glossy braid, 
The high brow, the light cheek with its roseate glow; 

The bright form, and the berry that dwelt, and could fade. 
On these lips, thou sage giver, all, all are laid low. 



Like a swan on the billows she moved in her grace. 
Snow white were her limbs, and with beauty replete; 

And time on that pure brow had left no more trace, 
Than if he had sped with her own fairy feet. 

VOL. II. c 
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1*0 <^n [Tlh^ipe bA mho, 6'& i-r&inish 30 |:oil, 

1*0 An [Vlh^nie 3^11 3ho, itinne bi^T 60 n<^ be^bhAibh, 
'iln |ti3h-bheAn niA|i 6*tw^-f(ib, A chfof leiy <^n 3-C|i6. 



^n |ti3h-|:hlAich b<^ nAoTnhrlK^ it bu6h SiItc &o'n 

|toifnh. — 
'M^T3 n^^wih <^3UT $3h, r&'n Sff p bubh 3n$&h, 
yiiochr ^hlle^^bh 30 h-ipoll> y:^ bh^oiitTe 'n <^ n-&e6i3h. 



\f\oblh |MiAch A3UT &|i, 3^11 |:u<^fc<^ik 'n <^ n-&J(il, 
^3 6i<^n-TC|iioT n<^ n-6Aoine, b'^p mhTon3<^T A m-b^T 
21 6-ruAi|ii|3 't <^ 3-c^il> c<^ luAi&hce <^nn 3Ach ^jib, 
'Jl 3-cAoine<^|', A 3-c|iionAchr, 'f <^ n-6<^onbh<^chc 60 



^'l r<^1Amh, fill am 6'^|i chAiTbiol <^n 3hftiAn, 
^Ach lionrA 3<^ti 'piii3h«^UAch, 6'^ b-r«^T^T ^P^^n ; 
[71 mhAU^^chc 60 tilfop, A311T ?n<^llAchr nA iK^onnh, 
i)o'n Sine 60 bhibip, &' bh-yUirhw^r ^^ i^T ! 



JACOBITE RELICS. 19 

Whatever of purity, glory, hath ever 

Been linked with the name, lovely Mary was thine; 
Woe! woe, that the tomb, ruthless tyrant, should sever, 

The ties which our spirits half broken resign. 



Than Caesar of hosts* — the true darling of Rome, 
Far prouder was James — where pure spirits are met ; 

The virgin, the saint — though heaven's radiance illume 
Their brows — Erin's wrongs can o'ershadow them yel. 



And rank be the poison — the plagues that distil. 
Through the heart of the spoiler that laid them in dust; 

The rapt bard with their glory the nations shall fill^ 
With the fame of his patrons, the generous, the just. ' 



Wherever the beam of the morning is shed. 
With its light the full fame of our loved ones hath shone ; 

The deep curse of our sorrow shall burst on his head 
That hath hurled them — the pride of our hearts ! from 
their throne — 

c2 
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TP& cheimhioll) \1fK clie^ibh, t& An tp^P ^"^ T<^i» 1^> 

C^ An c-^or6A tA An r.63, t:^ chUolbhreAchc. A 

n5le$ibh, 
b^ioc-jiib An ItTsh-bheAn, A chiof leii* An 3-CI166I1 ! 



*YTA3 seimneAch nA nfi-b$, Aip l^nA ni'l T^^m 
^A h-€in Aifi nA s^usAibh, c^ n-€ii3nfiAi|- A 3-ce6il, 

^1 eiT3 ^^P ^" ^> i^i'l ^i" ^3 ^i' ^> 

6*ioc-i\i6 An [lish-bheAn, A chTa]f leiy An s-cpSbh ! 



Ci^ib sAobhlAibh 3An qie$i|t, ho*x\ cAobh-p be'n 3h6, 

%m\ Ytop-bh|ioi6, A n-6Aoipp, mo chnAoibhceAchc, mo 

Tcleoibh ! 
C& qiAochAbh Aifi mo T^^hj cA |3ioi- Aip mo |X5eobh, 
^nn jTiA ciAnrAibh mAp A chi&hcheA|i, Aip bibipr An |:o ! 

If reA|ic ^bhbhA|i ly m$, 'n& ^bhbhA|i nA n-3leoi6h, 
yS&ul Cfi^ibhce 60 ch&plAish, 'y An ^ic-p 30 nuAbh 
C& 3<^iichA Ann 3Ach 6, r& A 3-c&iii6eA|- 6o'n |t$imh, 
^A ^p^inne mAfi j:^3bhA6h, l^p-bhi^ibhre, mo bhoich ! 



JACOBITE RELICS. 21 



The mid- day is dark with unnatural gloom — 
And a spectral lament wildly shrieked in the air, 

Tells all hearts that our princess lies cold in the 
tomb^ 
Bids the' old and the young bend in agony there ! 



Faint the lowing of kine o'er the seared yellow lawn ! 

And tuneless the warbler that droops on the spray ! 
The bright tenants that flashed through the current are 
gone ! 

For the princess we honoured is laid in the clay. — 



Darkly brooding alone o'er his bondage and shame. 
By the shore, in mute agony, wander the Gael — 

And sad is my spirit — and clouded my dream. 
For my king — ^for the star my devotion would hail — 



What woe, beyond this, hath dark fortune to wreak ? 

What wrath o'er the land yet remains to be hurled ? 
They turn them to Rome ! but despairing they shriek. 

For Spain's flag, in defeat, and defection is furled — 
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^'l c^bhbhAchc ^ntk mo bhlofi, 'j ni |:h^i3|:«^6 mo bhoich, 

l&ii-bhiiibhce ^nn |*<^ n-jS, ne^^pc phAfi^oh fk^ m-bpS, 
'T n"5 M^^^T^ 3^*^ '^^^'^ ''^Tf 'T ^ bb^otne 3<^n clobhAbh ! 



'il |ii03h-|:>ilAich cheitic, choip, [1113 (Vli^^ye ^^y A' b-tSifi, 
^^ 5<^o6h^il A c& cAoTbh le<^c, cfi^rh 8T6«^nn A'r pip, 
ycuip biom^i* Ay fple^ib, luchb chp<^^|-<^ch n<^ m-b66, 
60 bhibip 30 m1>che<^c, i^p n-bAoine 't i^p noich ! 



JACOBITE RELICS. 23 



Though our sorrows avail not — our hope is not lost — 
For the Father is mighty ! — the Highest remains ! — 

The loosed waters rushed down jupon Pharoah's wide 
host — 
But the billows crouch back from the foot He sustwis — 



Just power ! that for Moses the wave didst divide, 
Look down on the land where thy followers pine ; 

Look down upon Erin ! and crush the dark pride 
Of the scourge of thy people — the foes of thy shrine. 
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cuob\)<{]7i <{]7i c^inn^nse. 



UillK^m bAll' po ch^n. 



2lifi 3hurh yzKc^ <^n [yih^|i3<^iMi. 



60 6he<^|ic<^|- le'm rh^obh ce c<^^h 3^11 <^nih<^fic me, 
Yb&|i-bhe<^n mho^T^iibh^, Wi^uV-rAiy, bh<^n<^nihuil, 

\ii ! bubh ch<^ichn«^mh<^ch |Ti$bh ! 
bubh bhAichce, CTii3h, &|t&Tifi|ie<^ch, ^ ne^^rnhfu^ch, c^m<^|i- 

CfW^^bh^ch, c^^fo^, bubh, 3<^n cheim ^ c(^|iTin-f hoilc 
lei 'n A m-be<^iic<^ibh ^^3 c^chc (^ifi b^^ille-chpich 
fio ! 30 c^lATnh 'n ^ be$i3h ! 
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CLIONA OF THE ROCK.^ 



BY HENRY GRATTAN CURRAN. 



The night clouds gathered o'er me ; anguish preyed 

Upon my sinking spirit — forth I strayed. 

Till by a lonely fort I came — and there 

Stood darkly brooding o'er my soul's despair ; 

When lo ! revealed before my dazzled eyes, 

Girt with the gushing radiance of the skies, 

A nymph appeared; — exuberant and bright, 

hi sable lustre, o'er her brow of light 

Fell the dark tresses, whose descending flow 

Mantled the maiden's steps with tremulous glow. 

She touched the harp — and, oh ! the answering sound 

That floated from the throbbing chord around ! 

Oh never yet could earthly feeling win 

From harp such voice to pour its fervor in. 

As trembled to that touch : — the song had ceased, 

^d scarce the etherial beam those fingers graced. 
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bo VmmoUz^y TA^bh-shlAn, p&bh $ ph<^ili|ii]*, 
TfK^fi i ^h^Jb-zhainje ^iji rheiib bo rpiie<^3<^bh poijic, 

po ! fie 3lioc<^i- ^ TneSp ! 
bo |3jiiobh|:<^6h le c<^$l-ph«^nn ti^^c<^ <^i|i nih«^fn|w^ni 

po ! 30 pilbhip, i-03h^ch ! 
^ binne-3huch c<^enih, *x ^ ^^^ 3^" 6e<^iim<^6, 

5<^e&h<^il3e (^3 Aichfiii* TS^ul fk^ bh-Ye<^p<^-chon 
^ip chrsheAchr nA n-6p<^3<^n if^oi p&m 30 b<^nb<^, 
p6 ! <^ in-b<^pc<^ibh nA T^^^sb ! 



X'Si^eche <^n r-iTie<^chcA 30 qtetin A Ti-6e<^p3<^n, 

p^ ! -n A le^cAin 3<^n clieo&h 
'X A Tn^U^ bu6h ch^^l <^ip <^ h-eA6<^in le<^nb<^ch, 
leip-3hlAn, 3lie^n<^iiihuil, mh^epbh^^, nih<^ii-e<^mhuil, 

p$ ! hubh chMni<^ clcbh ! 
bu6h cheAl3^ch, -p^^^bhp^ch, 3^fehe <^ p<^nih<^p-pc)3, 
^3 c<^irhe<^?nh r\6. x^^5^^^ rfie^m chi^^bh <^' n-e^clipMin, 
le Ti<^ h-<^^l-chpobh iMbhi^ip it ni^z^ ch<^pp<^in3|:e<^bli, 
']P^6l-choin, m^pc^ich, ^'j ^^^ -ma^p T<^ip3e 

pi ! ^ip le<^chATi-bhp<^c rp6il ! 
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While o'er the snowy page she poured along 

The silent burthen of that wondrous song. 

It was a glorious record — in those lays 

Burned the bright memory of other days ; 

Meanwhile, with glowing lip, and voice that rolled 

Symphonious to their theme, the maiden told, 

In langqage of the Gael, the sage's lore — 

The virtue — the emprise — in days of yore 

That Banba nurtured ' — and across the brine 

She traced the prows of the Milesian line. 

The berry's glow, the swan's unsullied plume, 

Her cheek of softness blended to illume — 

Her forebead^-oh ! t'was smooth as infancy 

Exhibits, ere the soul forget the sky. 

Its bright eternal home ; ere mortal care 

Hath left its shadow or its impress there. — 

And, o'er its soft expanse, so brightly ineek. 

Her sable brow was arched with slenderest streak. 

Her eyes with light, with lambent glory fraught. 

Flashed deep into my soul — the maiden wrought 

On satin garments, next, the mingling chase ; 

Wolves — ^hunters — hounds, were there in headlong race; 

There too, the broidery portrayed the brave 

Who gathered laurels o'er the bounding wave. 

With faltering tongue, I said, celestial fair ! 

Vouchsafe a gracious answer to my prayer. 
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^ifchfii|- b<^mh irein, le 6'^en-coil <^icchi?n ope, 

fio I no <^ii c^f^bh cu <^m choiji ? 
^0 ^n ru-|-A ^n bhe<^ti yh^mh <^n C|t<^ebh le'ji rfieA|3jK^bh 

fio ! 6o c<^ille<^6h ']• ^n n-3leo16h ? 
4^$ ^n bh|ioin3«^l6'i^ n-3lA^hch<^Ii feeipbfie Tnh<^i|'e<^mhuil, 
le'fi c<^ille<^6h <^ 3-cein nA cpeun-Yhifi ch<^lniA ? 

le c&ll ^ifi 3h«^lA-i'h|iuich, i^p 6-c$<^chr 6 ^llb<^in, 
|t$ ! chui)i muillce <^i)i yeol? 

^l lAolche cne<^|-6<^ 3^11 mh<^tll <^3 |:iie<^3Ai|ic b^^mh, 

iio ! le Ubh<^|ich^ibh A be6il : 
If be^pbh ^p -p n<^ch ifiobh fu6 b'^bioniAii-, 
"piop 3i6h mhe^^T^iin 3up bpi3h 60 |-he<^nchAi-, 

p6 ! Aip 3hAi|3e nA 6-qie6n : 
^hc IT me-p Cliobhn^ i cb^^bh tk^ c^p^i3e, 
60 c^T^bb <^6 Kon <^3tnnpn iT<^pchA bhuic ; — 
lionc^p be<^rb<^- ui|3e, 6i03Ai6h b<^ppAille, 
^In pKiob le ?ifie<^nin^in biobb ^b 3hl^c<^ibh-p, 

pi I b'i^ Tppe<^3<^6h 3^11 cheSibb ! 
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From some high region — tby resplendent bome^ 
To mortal converse, since tboii deign'st to come; 
Say, art thou she, for whom the compassed towers 
Of Ilium toppled o'er ber failing powers ? 
Or Deirdre, lovely nympb, for whom tbe glave 
Was purpled in tbe bosoms of tbe brave ? 
Or Ceirnit, sage inventress, sbe wbo taught 
Our land the lesson sbe from Alba brought ; 
And bade the crystal current of the stream 
Heave into life tbe mill's mechanic frame ? * 
In accents calm and sweet as ever filled 
Man's ear and heart, from honied lips distilled, 
The maiden answered, — doubtless true tbe fame 
Wbich you recount to grace each storied name ^ 
But mine is Cliona — tbe beetling side 
Of tbe tall rock my home ; * to pour the tide 
Of coming things before you I am here- 
Bright be the revel, let no envious tear 
Dash the deep current of the mantling bowl, 
Iq tones of rapture pour tbe joyous soul : 
Exulting fiercely, Martin's followers • rave, 
Your Charles, they say, lies niould'ring in tbe grave ; 
But heed them not, for in tbe forts of bills 
A prouder theme the pealing anthem fills ; 
When bards with loftiest strains indignant vie. 
Proclaiming that false broods mendacity. 
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Tlx 3iih ?ifiuTT<^|i<^ch, &|i6 yliochb [Vlh&iici^in inh^^lluishche, 
3 ^ p^bh le ye^^lAb 3U|i f&sbhi^bh Ci^polui* 

|i6 ! T^oi le<^c<^ibh ^^ 6iieo3h<^6h ! 
'X e chluimm <^3 b^imh ^^'y <^3 |:i^i3hibh <^ip le^^j-^ibli cnoic 
^In qti^ch 6o 3^i|inicheA|i nJ^^y churn i-e<^lA6 yuilc 

fiS ! 3Ufi cb<^rK^6A|i 30 : 
It cum<^T<^ch, c{^i3e<^iiihuil <^i|i fiAib 6'|:uil Ch<^ipl cheijic, 
^13 6iiui6e<^6h 3ACh U le cUfi 30^1 l)^Tib<^n 
It vei(|i|t m^p nihe<^T<^i^ '^^ ^cAc^^ <^n (yih^ii3<^i6h, 
It rl&ich bheibh 5<^lU-phcic yhe&3h^in che<^l3<^ich, 

fio ! &'<^ le<^3<^6h 't <^^ n-sleoibh ! 

l)i^6h <^ichf pionn i^p6 be 3hn<<ich ^3 e<^3l<^iT 
Chi^ibh, ^n c-Te<^ich<^iT, 3hp<<bhnih<^ip, 3he<^nmn<^ich 

p5 ! bo le<^iibh n^ h-63 ! 
^'T F^prh^ 3<^n ch&iinh 'n<^ 6he<^i3b pn <^3<^ibh-p, 
^ip chl&p <^n r<^bh<^ipne, ^3 qi<^3h<^bh 3<^cb b<^pp<^ille, 

p6 ! le |:<^ippii3e ceoil ! 
yeinnibh 30 T<^nih, 3^11 y^zh poinih 5bMU^-pbcic, 
2I3 Teinne<^6h 3^ch b^in, ^bh cl^ich le Te<^U6 pbli, 
C<^ bhup b-p<^cenc le Y&3h<^il 3^n be^^pm^b. 
It ve^^pp le a^iT3i6h 3^n T3^^b 3<^n e<^3l^, 

po ! pn 6eipe<^bh le'm xs^il ! 
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Truth beams upon the crest of Cashell's son; 
Hosts gird him round; our own, our righteous one; 
Banba's warm heart with him no despot shares. 
The slumbering blade, lo ! tardy justice bares ; 
Down with the spoiler ! till no English tread 
May pause iu anguish o'er the countless dead. 
From every shrine redeemed, in choral swell 
God's chosen priests his mighty works shall tell ; 
Our pastors, meek, and continent, and true — 
And they shall register the deeds you do 
To be a beacon light to other days — 
Then crown the goblet — and exulting raise 
The festive measure — let no abject sense 
Depress your spirits ; heaven is your defence ; 
Even now the impress of the eternal seal 
Is on your freedom's fiat — fere thee well. 
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6u2n<»i <i]n X2i0]\iye. 



'ZlinbitiAi* fyi<^c Cp<^ich * po chAn. 



^lip 3huch " Cipe mo mhui|ttitti TlAn le<^c 30 bpi^xh.*' 



It v^6<^ m^ A 3-c(imh<^ibh 3<^ii much le ciupm<^, 

50 6(ibh-chttoi6ha^ch, qi&ch-U^3, cl&ich, 3A11 qieoip ; 
2l'Tn bh<^rc^6h A3 btiiit 'r A'w' bhitu3hA6h A3 bAochUich, 

'Jl Uiib lorn T^ibhe ipAoi bhtt&cAbh An bh|t$in ; 
5An chApAib A'm chAbhAip Ache 601111 'x A 3hAolcA, 

60 bheAitcui3h Aip b-cuii* bAmh cui[ilin3 cAebh leii", 
50 fi-AichitiyeAbh buititi 3Ach \ium bubh leip 60, 

le bull 3iieiiiii, i3leipe A'l" 3J^i[i6eA|' ce$il, 



b' Aichpii" Aip 6-CU11" buinti cuii" nA i-Aop-iphlAich, 
5An ym tulm 3nei6h '3ui" -pi^ch A ii-3le$i6h 

^'T S^P sAipib beibh biip A n-bfichcAT "^ph&bhlim, 
2Vx cjiu chAoln dbhip c^ip 3An qie6i[i. — 
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CANTICLE OF DELIVERANCE. 

BY HENRY ORATFAN CURRAN. 



Too long have the churls' in dark bondage oppressed me, 

Too long have I cursed them in anguish and gloom ; 
Yet hope with no vision of comfort has blessed me — 

The cave is my shelter — the rude rock my home : 
Save Donn and his kindred/ my sorrow had shaken 
All friends from my side, when at evening, forsaken, 
I sought the lone fort, proud to hear him awaken 
The hymn of deliverance breathing for me. 

He told how the heroes were falFn and degraded. 

And scorn dashed the tear their affliction would claim ! 
But Phelim and Heber,^ whose children betrayed it. 

The land shall relume with the light of their fame ! 

The fleet is prepared, and proud Charles is commanding. 

And wide o'er the wave the white sail is expanding. 

The dark brood of Luther shall quail at their landing — 

The Gael, like a tempest, shall burst on the foe ! — 
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'X rii mhAich|nbh j-e bonn 60 chlAnn luc^ui|*^ 

')pe<^l'6<^ babh siieAnn le |:oiiii A5 &3pbh, 

Ql'l* nuin bhinn sleuixA A3 b^ihih An cheoil, 
bei6h cAncAin A b-CeAmliAiit ^T^AmhAin AsTAop-'phlAich, 

'Hj co3hA t^she A3 cl&ii le T&3hAil o'm leSshAn, 
beibh ceAllAAsuT uipb sAn chtnnTe A3 pApiirv, 

bcibh eATbAijic biA-bomhnAich A b-ceAmpMll CijieAn, 
bei6h foAipeAbh A3U|' fcAnniiAbh Aip chompUichc &31H, 

T ^T T^bhAch, ficheAch 3Aoi6hil 30 bpi^ch 'n A blie$i3h. 

Xm A3A6 i chuii- 3Ach pfiii bA Tnh&nn bom, 

IVx nieAmhiiui3h ^^"1 io ch^ch mo TceSl, 
Ci3eA6h 3Ach cftobhAi|te A 3-cobhAiii le YeAplAT 

Cuimhni3h An con]iAbh ji^ub 30 clAon A|t nAmhAib 
fm A3Aibh An cAn A't 3AbhAi6h le cheile, 

PpeAbAibh le pnn A*t pleAnncAiih m&ch-phoic, 
leAnAibh An 'F03hA Aiji bhjioms Ann &chich, 

'X ^^ h-iomp^3heA6h A&i lerc&ch, 6'n n-3le6i6h. 
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The bards shall exult, and the harp string shall tremble. 
And love and devotion be poured in the strain ; 

Ere '^ Samhain" ^ our chiefe shall in Temor assemble — 
The " Lion" protect our own pastors again : 

The Gael shall redeem every shrine's desecration ; 

In song shall exhale our warm hearts adoration ; 

Confusion shall light on the foes usurpation, 
And Erin shine out yet triumphant and free. 



The secrets of destiny now are before you — 

Away ! to each heart the proud tidings to tell, 
Your Charles is at hand, let the green flag spread o'er you ! 
The treaty they broke * your deep vengeance shall swell : 
The hour is arrived, and in loyalty blending. 
Surround him ! sustain ! shall the gorged goat ^descending 
Deter you^ your own sacred monarch defending — 
Rush on like a tempest, and scatter the foe ! 



d2 
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Tuii cabiiiiiicr) Cl]tC2l<H<H. 



'Jliit m<^ibiti 3<^ch<^ lu<^in, bibhim <^i|t mei^itbhAU |*u<^in, 
*y me ^3 AmhAjtc uAim Aiji nA m^ol-chnoic, 

[7lA|t TK^ch cluinim <^n u<^ill, A3 cA|t|tAiii3 chum cuAm^ 
4l& U^mh<^ch 3unn<^16he-m6it A m-blnn €AbAi|t ; — 

\Aun\ 6-c<^3<^6 fibh 30 luAch, bei&h A[i nAmhuib-ne 30 

71 n3iiAMm po mhop A* n-eijimn, 
'Y bei6h clAnnA -jpiji 30 ipu<^|t, fliuch, A3 obAift -pAw 
6huAl3AT, 

'Y A fTlhuijie nAch qiuAi3h |<i6 5^^'^^''' bhochc'. 



If -pAbA jnnn A3 ydil libh, 'n Xji 3-C06IA *t 'n &]i ii-6iiT3A6h, 

fibh-Ti cheAchc chu3Amn 30 h-Cipmn, 
2ln 3hAniAi6h UichmhAft, 60 3hlAn'FA6h An |7nuic bhinn, 

2Vx An c-TeAn-chulAich chumhAibh cii Aip S^'^^'^^l 
bhochc' ; — 
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THE EXPECTED OF IRELAND. 



BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



I turn to the hills, with the dawn as I waken, 
And sickens my soul o'er its promise deferred ; 
The wave with no hearts exultation is shaken. 
No cannon's deep voice o'er Ben-Edar ' is heard. 
Oh speed to sustain us ! oh leave not the crown 
Of green Erin the brow of her tyrant to press ! 

On her names of renown, 

Her mvaders look down. 
And the Gael's aching heart sinks with shame and distress. 

The hope of your coming o'er Erin has brightened. 
In wakefulness present — in vision displayed — 
Until in your promise her shackles seem lightened. 
And rent from her bosom the shroud that arrayed. 
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6& bh-ipeicpei^m^oiy bhu[i s-consnAbh, ^^ rpe^i-ciK^bh n<^ 
S'Cul-phoc, 

llsuf C<^[iolu|* <^ b'UiX nA fcleipe; 
bhiAbh Allc^mhdit cpiipmhc^it, A3 yemnedfeh 5<^lkponip<^ 

'Zlifi |*hli<^bh nd m-b<^n bh-'pionn 'y <^i|t cliiioc 3[ieine, 

'7* fe<^ 6-c<^3<^6h pbh-ye chasAinne, nl cheib^eAbh Ap 
3-con3n<^6h, 
bbic^bh -pe^^fiA n<^ biiichche Ann A teine ; 
bh-ipuil 6hAin3eAn m Chuii*, 30 cillMpAich An chupT^, 

bhiAbh ConAchc A3ui' 06136 UlAbh A3 ^iliomh ; — 
bhiAbh cuiUeAfeh fix 'i^ch bubhiiAi-, A3 cAitiiAin3 cAp 
qiiuch chu3hAinn, 
50 lAnnAmhAji, UichmhAp, ^ubqtom, 
buAin AllAif Af An 3-cuAniphuiiic, 6c lA3Ai6h Ap 
3-con3nAbh, 
'X beibli 6onchA6h A3UT UnA A3 & chetle. 

6& n.3AbhA6h clAnnA <lleiU, A yciAch A'y ^ 3-cloi6heAinh, 
5I3UI' ppionn^A nA n-5Aot)hAl [TiAc C<<pchAich, 

bhiAbh O'Tfuilliobh^in bheApA, A3 cApitAin3 30 rpeun 
chu3Ainn, 
2I3UT (71 Ac-con- |7lApA n^'p chpei3 piAinh A ch<<ipt)e; — 
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Oh gleam but your swords on the goats to advance ! 
Bid our Charles in the front his position to take. 

And at liberty's glance, 

A wide host from their trance. 
Over bright Sliev-na-mon and Knock-Greny will wake.' 



Oh fly to our shores, and should weapons be wanted, 
Our hands in the blood of the despot we'll dye ; 
They'll come from Kildare, and from Dingle undaunted. 
For Conaught with Ulster in Glory will vie : 
Every spot of the land burning spirits will send. 
And oh, when regenerate they leap from the chain. 
What shield may defend 
Those who taught them to bend, 
When with Una her Donald's united again.' 



The clan of O'Neill with the sword redly gleaming/ 
Will come with Mac Cartby the prince of the Gael — 
And O'Sullivan's banner from Bear-haven streaming — 
Mac Mahon our strong one, that never could fail — 
On Mac Morogh of Leinster the scourge shall be laid ; 
Blarney's lord his disgrace with Mac A wliffe will share — 

When her ranks are arrayed. 

With the pole and the blade. 
Then shall Sabia ' rejoice and her tyrants despair. 
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[A^kC *2lmh&l3hA A3UT oi3hite n^ bl^ipne, 
beibh An chle<^ch (^3 y<^6hbh, A'l* Ann A b^pfi A bhabheAi* 
|'Ai3hioa:, 
beibh Ap nAmhAib A3ui" A3hAi6h A b-poUl A n-&i[i6e. 



"TPoillTCochAibh 5eAtt[ioia:, A3ui' beAn^yrAibh ye culloib, 

5'^fch 3wp -pAbA ^ A b-piolliip nA bjiuibheAchcA ; — 
biA6h A|t Tceul-ne coitcSip, 'n Ci[iinn A3 boichc -jp^i*, 

'il3ui" C|tochY:Ai6heA|i A bh-^puil beobh bhe'n c-pol (16 ; — 
5heAbhAi6h pAb loni-3hle$6h, 'n tochbAji 3An pnn rp^ipc, 

'^ lonAb 3Ach T03b 60 bhibh AcA, 
5An choiTce, 3An chiton6i3, 3An 'phion, 3An mhAiitc-'pheSil, 

^3UT 3Ui6hi6h le'm yceJl 3AbhAil chimchioll. 
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The magical pillar where Garret lies sleeping,^ 
Shall thrill to the war-cry — his spirit shall come ; 
The day spring whose radiance illumines our weeping, 
Will glare like a sun stroke on them to consume ; 
In their darkness of soul they shall turn from the ray 
That arises, their dream of despondence to break, 

When the pageant display, 

And the banquet decay. 
Oh swift be the bolt Erin's vengeance to wreak ! 
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u'2nii-cr)Utyii)'zii6r) <fi^i <»i.5^e6i)2ii. 



bpoiK^ch |:uiita^nn cpice Chuinn ! 

6a^3hlA6h An iphuinn mhin, sU^in, mh^ech : — 
|7lA)t c<^i6 qteuTK^ibh le qtuAibh, 



le plAnc^jnon qtiAlU^ibh jnAb, 
5uibhTnui6 &i<^ bhuinn 50 b-zi, 
ITlAjt chu3 le TTiTo|tbhAile m^it, 
Mn^X heibh ^j bhitoinn An mHTU 



4lAoi6h 'i* A chlAnn 6'n n-6tlinn n-6oinihinn, 
choTnn 30 colnn bliAbhAin beobh ; — 
O'n phlAnc&pon i-A^p^ibh f^, 
'Zl n-3uifehe 6e A c& Ap n-boich. 
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LAMENT OF THE GAEL.* 



BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



Woe to the land of Con, ' for o'er the plains 
The bounteous soil his sons in freedom trod ; 
With blind and fierce misrule, the spoiler reigns. 
And mocks and mars the eternal laws of God. 

Outcast in climes remote, his children weep. 
Conjuring Him to be our safety's tower ; 
Who from the writhing monster of the deep 
Redeemed the trembling prophet of his power — 

Stretched forth his hand to Noah's faithful race ; 
And bade them o'er the waves securely ride. 
That veiled a slumbering world — He can release 
Our sinking land — in Him our hopes abide. 
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5<^n 3htt?Lin 3<^n shu^^ii" 60 chu3 f^, 
O'n muip itobhAjtc^^ich, [tuAibh ; 
b^PTP^^m-ne hu^Jbh he bheoin bi, 

Cjieibednih Winsednn, Wchchuy ^*x 5P^^^> 
\e6j\ bo 3hn?Lich 3ui6he An Iti3he, • 
15b Aiji 'phcf^hib IT i4 ipuAi|t 

^u<^i|t lonynuT '3 A mho 111^1113, 
^l3hAi6h 60 chiSLil3 cp^bhe An ]ti3he, 
le hiomAb 3|i&T A't b^up 
60 f uAi)t -p^m Aji pn A 3hnionih. 

60 3heAbhAni 30 btti03hnihAit, buAn 
|tl3h nA n-bul bo cheAnnAi3h chlAnn^ 
"TPeAjiAnn TAibhbhiit, TwAchAm, i"<^eii, 
5An chToy bhAop nA fineAbh TpeAns. 

y^b^ jnn pompA 'n A jiun, 

bA3Ait bhuAn b'J^jt 3-cuit 6 Aji bh-'F$6 ; 
(TlAji liAi3heAt I^tAjiut 3An leun, 
YcAdilpbh 30 jieibh jnnn i hhpin. 
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His arm upheld the host of Israel safe, 
When countless perils round their path were poured — 
Weak iu His grasp they saw the billows chafe — 
The mightiest shall be His people's sword ! 

Faith, Hope, and Charity — confiding pray'r — 
Breathed to the King of kings, in anguish deep. 
The mercy won for Job's unmurmuring care, 
That o'er the mourner's trust will never sleep. 

Longinus too, with gathering ills opprest. 
That solace earned, with tears and holy deeds, 
Which heav'n exults to pour upon the breast 
That loves, and bows confiding while it bleeds. 

And He, the Holy One, whose gushing veins 
Spilled their redeeming current for our weal — 
He shall be with ufi — and shall rend our chains. 
Our burthens lighten, and our freedom seal. 

The extinction of our race— our country's shame, 
The tyrant threatens — but the power that shed 
Through Lazarus' cold lips the vital flame, 
A shield of safety for the Gael shall spread. 
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C2i]t4^3'2niie'zici)C 6r)0i<fi<ri ip*)Vrii^^i5») 



QlfyS^n 07lA5h<^lUi3h * jio chAn. 



Tin qiu^sh libh ii<^ ^x^^lchoin An &chi3h 'y <^n ipheill buibh, 
TI3 )iuA3<^i|tc nA cleipe A'y b'<^ Veip chu[i ip<^ bhAoipjn ? 
|Vlo nu<^it-T<^ ! 30 qieich-U^3 m^c yhe^^filuiy Ik^ |ii3h 

<^3uinn, 
?lnn uAi3h cu[ichA A n-<^on<^]i 'f A fh<^^[i-6hAlc<^ Aip 
6lbi[ic ! 



1|* ciiu<^illi3che, cU^onmh^^jt 'j ^T H^eApn io'n 6iioin3 oilc, 
Cjiuc^bh-mhionni^ bttei3e ipK jheul^ ^*x V^ TCjilbhinn, 
*5 ^ ni-bu<^lAbh fie b^lKibh ^p 3-cleitte A'l" A[i i-^^oichi, 
'Y n&'p bhuAl bo chU^inn pie^^muii- c'[ioinn yhAofi nA 6-cpT 
]iio3h<^chc<^. 
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THE PROPHECY OF DONN FIRINNEACH. 



BY HENRY O RATTAN CUR RAN. 



Does thy spirit despond that these woh-es' perfidious, 

forsworn, 
Should banish God's priests, and laugh his religion to 

scorn; 
Feeble, exiled, is Charles, the son of the monarch we 

loved. 
Far, far from the hearts, that would bleed to sustain him, 

removed. 



Oh foul is the treason, that bids us our truth abjure, 
Our faith to our own regal race-— oh ! dark and impure 
The breast that devised, and the traitor lip that proclaims 
Our throne and our truth to belong to any but James. 
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Yc^^bf^^ibh ^n coi(tne<^ch le -jpcipne^jic ?i^ 3pSine, 

*2l'l* TC^^ippMi ^Ti ceobh-p be ph6(t-i-hleAchc<^ibh Cibhip ; 

*2ln c-lmpipe beibh 6eop<^ch ^'t '^ptonbpui' ):<^di b]i<^op- 

'Y ^n bplclSip 30 m6bp<^ch \nn Te6iTip<^ pTsh Yemuii". 



beibh €ipe 30 |ii3<^ch Y ^ 6unc<^ 30 h-^e6h'p<^ch, 
^Y 5dgi)heil3 '3 ^ TcpubAbh 'n ^ mup<^ibh ^3 &i3ribh ;— 
beuplA n^ m-buip n-6ubh 30 cuch<^il *pAoT nSulk<^ibh, 
2Vx yi^Jti^x 'n ^ chuipc 3hil ^^3 c<^bh^ipc ciin3<^nc<^ 60 
5h<^o6hUibh. 



beibh <^n bioblA pn luiceip 't ^ 5huibh-che<^3^|3 ^clnsh, 
'Y ^r\ bhui6he<^n p c^ cionnc<^ch n<^ch umhlui3he<^tiTi 60'n 

3-CI&P chipc, 
'5 ^ n-bibipc c^p qiiuch<^ibh 30 4^euu-lAn6 i Cipmn ; 
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The sun sliall burst forth, and the clouds shall melt in his 

sight. 
And Heber's proud race shall awake in their native 

might ; 
And the emperor shall weep, and Flanders writhe in the 

chain, 
And the " Brickler"* exult in king James's chambers 

again. 

Eriu's soul shall be glad in the hall, at the festive board — 
And in science and song her sweet language o*er earth 

be poured ; 
And the tongue of the churl shall in darkness and shame 

go down. 
And James shall return, the full joy of our hearts to 

crown. 

And the fables of Luther, that darken the holy word, 
And the false ones that knelt not where God's own priests 

adored ; 
That hour's retribution shall scatter from Erin's shore, 
And Louis shall see what hearts our own prince adore. 



fi« 
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ye'usri'zi^ bui&r)e. 



'Zip ns^ipm bubh qi^unmh^^p ^3 qi<^chc fioi*, 

50 Tn-b^in|:e<^6h ^ peim che<^pc be yhei^sh^n bui&he. 



bo c^ille<^6h le cpeimhi-e <^p 3-ceAllA le cheile, 

5'e<^X3^in "^ v^oUchoin ^ bh-'^pi^il-clipioch, — 
bo le^3<^6Ap l^ochp<^ chum c<^ch^ bubh chpeine, — 

^'l <^chc cpe<^ch<^bh <^3UT ceui-<^bh <^3ut cp<^bh cpoTbhe: 
Ij- i^pb <^c^ ^n beuplA 't 3<^n c<^p<^ibh *x ^^ n-5<^obh<^il3e, 

Ij- b<^lbh <^p n-Ci3in ^^3 3n<^ch-ch^oibh, 
50 b-c<^3<^bh Mk &3in c<^p ip<^ip3e Y^upl^T, 

&o bh<^in|re<^i- ^ p&m-che<^pc be yhe^3h<^n bhutbhe. 
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SHANE BUL^ 



BY HENRY QRATTAN CUIUIAN. 



Oh where are the heroes — the lights of our story, 

Our land from the Dane that defended ? 
Could death yield them back, with their bright wreath 
of glory, 

One more living leaf might be blended ; 
Could our pray'rs the proud Finians recall from their 
slumber, 

Oh the pride of the world we'd again be ! 
Not a foe to our prince Erin's soil should encumber, 

And woe to the power of Shane Bui. 



The shrines of our faith are destroyed and polluted. 

By treacherous wolves that assailed us ; 

The race of our mighty is fall'n and uprooted — 

Oh weep^ for our high hope has failed us. 

e2 
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lA^\i che^n3mh<^ibh if m^lA, c^p c<^lAich sup bh'&3e^n 

le ce<^l3 'i* le clAon<^bh r\^ h-<^iCTne n^ch be^^pf^b 

Chu3 b<^iibh<^ beup^ch Tn<^p c<( fi : 
^licchim i^'-r €i3hnihiin ^ip <^ch<^ip <^n <^&i-Tnheic, 

5ibh ^ch<^ip 3^ch <^en-neich <^n c-'Zlp6-pt3h, 
50 3-c^T<^bh <^p Y^uplAT Y <^n bh<^nbh<^ 30 3lSuTb<^, 

60 bh<^in|:e^i- ^ p&m-che^^pc be 'piei^3h<^ii bhuibhe. 
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Rude jargon our sweet native language supplanting ; 

Mute, inute^ shall the harp's thrilling strain be ; 
Till Charles, with his flag on the ocean breeze flaunting, 

Shall humble the power of Shane Bui. 



Oh sad is my heart, that for exile and danger. 

Our generous prince should have left us ; 
But Banba's wild curse shall alight on the stranger, 

Whose perfidy thus hath bereft us : 
Dread Avenger Supreme ! bear my soul's supplication ! 

Swift, swift, let his course o'er the main be ! 
Our Charles shall bind up the deep wounds of the nation. 

And Erin exult over Shane Bui, 
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Iflle <»1.lll '5 1) 'Zl 6 h fl 21. 



5u|i f6JbA c& <^n 6i3-bhe<^n, 3^n pS^i^bh le YeuplAT, 
mille^^bh, 6 le$TK^5h, o i"eolA5h, ci^ji r|ieun-tnhui{iy 

llyiX b<^in|:e<^ni^oi6 c5iiine<^cli, ^i* chpSn-phoic le 

5l^n|X^Tn Cl&p "^pSbhlA, i r\A CobAich 30 leip, 

beiih jMj^hze <^ip n^ boidipibh, 30 mobhmhi^p^ch, 
me<^6h<^t^ch, 
7I3 qtK^ll chum 60 ph6rfc<^:r^, A piile n4 Sh^^hp^. 
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SHEELA NA GUIRE.^ 



BY JOHN D'ALTGN. 



On the height of Lisgreny ' cried Daniel O'More, ' 

" Oh, Erin ! dear maiden, how long shall it be, 
Ere thy bridesman in triumph will come to thy shore ? — 

But ruin has fallen on tby warriors — and thee ! 
Yet the torch, that must kindle a world in thy cause, 

May haply the zeal of our caunons inspire, 
Against those who would trample thy freedom and laws. 

And flout at the wedding of Sheela na Gfilre. 
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y\n ce<^chc<^ipe qi^ch^mh^il, 3<^n xp^x chum <^n f/<^ioip, 

5^ Tcpi^bh):<^6 30 -jpJiLich-shlic, chum ^p6<^ibh n<^ h-Cipe<^n; 
5<^ch plibh, 3<^ch ip^i3h 3I1C, 3<^ch T<<p-):he<^p b'K chp&n- 
e<^chc, 

bheich b<^ili3hche <^n l^ ub, <^ip i^\\b le<^i-<^-3peine ; — 
Punch i]- ylon cpoibhe^p3, 6'^ ch<^oi-c<^bh m^p 'rh<Ci3hiocr, 

6pum<^bh<^ b'& b-pl^ui-c<^bh, b'K n3pe<^T^&^ chum pe3e; 
YeuplAf ce<^nn'p^6hn<^ bh-):e<^p Cipedn 3^11 mh<^ill, 

^<^c Ui'bhpK^in ^p<^, 30 cAlmd me<^bh^p^ch 
^213 qiK^ll chum 60 ph$|"iA-'r<^, ^ yhlle n-1 5h<^bhp<^. 



'Zip lu<^ch<^nn A 3p<(fch-3e<^l, 30 h-^lmnn le file, 
Chui^U^bh ^ S&ipc, <^ip ^p6 nd 6-qii pi03h^cc<^ ; — 

Chu<^lAbh *x ^" Tp^'"^ ^> ^ h-^ch<^T 6'&1nnpn, 

Chu<^lA&h i-<^n iocr?iil1, '3ui' ^ip ^pb bh<^ilce l<^otpch, 

Chu<^lA&h 'i n-Cipinn, le ^hle 6*<( mhuibhe<^mh, 
50 3-cuip|:i6he ?i<^ 5^o6h^il bhochc', 'n^ peim-che<^pr 

4^<^ch bii^bh f 1 nA jTpAebh bhochr, ibi|i mheiplich m<^p 
bhtMi, 
50 b-cp<^ech<^bh p 5<^llA, ^n ^icme 3^11 bhSui*^, 
X 3^ b-p6fy:<^bh fJ ^ c<^p^, le blT3h che<^pc n<^ Cleipe. 
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^ These vallies shall ring with the triumph of hosts ! 
The signals shall flash — and the thousands obey ! 
Bards, Heroes, they hear n^e — they flow from their 
coasts — 
Proud hill of Lisgreny ! thou'lt triumph that day. 
Echo will forward the beat of our drum, 
What chiefs in the hearts of our mountains 'twill fire! 

« 

O'Brien of Ara, * exulting will come, 
And Charles the bridesman bless — Sheela na Guire. 



" When to Erin was whispered the name of her spouse. 

The laugh of her heart * over Europe was heard ; 
Id Spain Hwas received with a kindred carouse, 

And in France and in Italy gladly declared. 
The homes, that our fathers — our childhood endeared, 

That our memories cling to with pining desire, 
Shall be ours— ours again — and the brave will be heard. 

The long exiled brave — cheering Sheela na Guire, 
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'Zlip shillln <^3 ce<^|:p<^6h, 30 |T&ianhe<^p chum i^jleipe, 
le n-^ chloibhe^^inh le<^di<^n, l^ibip, 'n ^ lKimh-bhe<^|* ^'y 
V^^obh^^p Aip, 

^213 |:uArc<^ilc n^ nin<^ lib, 'j ^^ 3P^6hch^nii le ^eupUr. 
CA bh-|:uil di <^ pieuplAi-r ? n^ 6e<^n-p <^^n mh^ill ! 

6ibip c^p qi^un-mhuip, 30 h-e<^i-c<^i6h r\6. 5<^Tll, 

yu^T leiT n<^ ce6k<^ibh, 30 m6bhmh^p<^ch me<^bhp<^ch; 
2I3 cpK^ll chum 60 phort>A-r^, ^ pule n-i 5h<^6hp<^ ! 



C<^ |:&T<^ch 'n A fU^ob^ibh, <^ip yhl^bhabh 'f^ip mh^oilms, 
^3UT binn-3huch tk^ n-^uiiU^ich, <^ip 3h^3<^ibh Y ^, 
Ti-oi6hche ; 
le 5K^?i-che<^T tk^ 3P&Tie, bibh* ^n chp<^obh 3l^T 'j ^^^ 
n3eimhpe<^Mi <^nn, 
'Y n^ch bpe^3h be^x ^ phoebur, <^3 r&6e<^6h chui6 
plllfe. 
Ppe<^b<^ibh ^ n-<^&n):he<^chc, dn mSub-p fhiol m-bpi<^iTi ! 

le^^n^ibh ^ ch&le, <^3ut ireuchi^ibh bhup b-cpK^ch I 
fVI<^chciw^i3h <^ip 3h^up-3hom, bhup 3-c6uT<^bh le ci<^n ! 

yhiol n<^ bh-i^ei^p 3-cAlm<^, le^TK^i3h bhup lei6-|:he<^p ! 
2I3 feoil-choi-c^ipc bc6<^ich, ^x^ '^^bhl^-chtJ^p €ibhip ! 
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" \nd Will not our heart's pulse triumphantly dauce, 
Wben the Major, the gallant, the graceful, the brave/ 

With his chivalrous comrades shall fearless advance 
A tyrant to crush — and a country to save ! — 

■ 

Where art thou our Charles ! ah, linger no more. 
One flash of thy sword — and our foes shall retire ; 

A clang of thy trumpet once heard on our shore, — 
And we'll start to thy wedding with Sheela na Guire. 



"The spring flowers are budding — the blossoms look gay 

But the winter of tyranny never departs ; 
The birds warble sweet from each feathery spray, 

But 'tis night — starless night, o'er our hopes and our 
hearts. 
All nature's awake ! — and will not the fame 

Of heroes, your fathers — O'Brien your sire. 
Arouse you to glory — to vengeance— or sliame ? 

Shall the base churls still mock your own Sheela na 
Guire? 
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01 piile n<^ 3-comAnn r\K i^ullAins me b-pi^n, 

^0 i-huil leii" A 3-coTnhnufche, 'f 3^n 3no5h bh<^mh b'X 

Ci^ mo bhoich-f^ le pe<^cc<^p 30 i*c<^pp'pAp <^n bh<<b 
leiy ^11 lei&hce-p, ^ fche<^lbh n^ch <^ic leif n<^ mn<^ibh; 

(71?^ lu<^bh<^bh leif m<^p ch&le 1 ni'p pei&hn3h j^ ^ c<^r> 
Tin 5<^llA-phoc m<^llui3hche yqi<^C):^m<^ol6 <^ AbhApc<^; 

QVj cuipfedm bcb<^ich chum p&^ip ^x T^^^ ii-' 5'^<^bhp<^. 

l]- m6p <^n chuif e<^5' 6omh, 3<^ch l?L 'n-u<Up <^ |Tnu<^m1m 
2lip 3hpu^3<^ch nedmh - bhSuT<^ch, nedmh • <^%i<^ch, 
ne<^mh-<^oibhmn, 
5<^n i"hubh<^ilce, 3<^n chp&3hche, 3<^n fheile 3<^n cli<^oine<^i-, 
llchc ^3 |:u<^b<^ch' mo cheile '3ui- b*<^ h &3e<^n <^ip 
cholllnbh : 
'Y me <^n bpiiibhe i]- 0136 'j i]- feme 't dn 5-rip, 

'y me pho3}:<^i- <^ti 6i3-bhe<^n ^3ui* noirpAibh fi linn, 
'yi ch63}:<^i* <^n |Tn6ic-p '^ An cuipfe bhe'm chpoibhe, 
'Jin 6i3h mhilif, chium, z^^x ^<^P ^ lu<^i6hce<^p <^3 
lAoii^e^^ch, 
713111* poi^vAb mo chi^ilin le cAch<^o1p 3<^n <^o1mhpe<^i".^ 



JACOBITE RELICS. 61 

" Her vallies but echo the voice of her woe, 

In the fears of her people I hear her upbraid, 
How long shall T bleed to a merciless foe ? 

Howjlong shall my heart's secret wish be delayed ? 
But Saint Peter will sanction the welcome divorce, 

From him who would ne'er be our maiden's desire ; 
A monster whose bonds are the fetters of force. 

Ne'er by heaven designed for our Sheela na Guire, 



*' My heart, how it pines when I think of the wretch,' 

Without honour or principle, virtue, or truth; 
Whose guilt could design, and whose power could 
reach 

To assail our beloved in the hills of her youth. 
I'm the oldest — the last of her sages confest. 

And she, dearest maid, can alone still inspire 
A joy and content o'er the gloom of my breast. 

When Charles shall espouse her, my Sheela na Guire ! 
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chimchioU, 

2I3UX pnne; l^ bubh^^ch 6! ^^3 bui|tibh &'i<|t 3.coiinhe<^i'- 

3^P- 
r|toi6i3h-p <^Ti inhei|tle<^'ch nAch 'p&ini &o chlAcibhe^^bh, 

50 b-CToqp^^ibh 6x1 yi\6j\r\c6ch 'x ^ bh<^nncpAch& chi^p 



colnn, 



•yS &'):^3):<^i- 3<^n <^Tnhit<^x iA6 30 |?<^nn-lA3 S^'' bh|ti3h, 
'^ uAi|t A chiocfi^ibh 6x\ bite^^wi ub 30 re<^n le n-A 
ch&le 
l)ei6h Aich-pfie^^nn c<^ncAi|ie<^chc 6 6-reAinp<^ill nA 
h-eipe<^n. 



JACOBITE RELICS. 



63 



(C 



Speak only to me of tbe days when ere long, 
Proud Spain and his guards in transplendent array, 



Shall environ our cause — when our chiefs shall be strong, 
And no tribute or fealty to tyranny pay. 

When France and his hosts shall horse the broad main, 
And the Despot shall crumble — while nations in choir 

Awake the glad heavens with liberty's strain, 
And light up the churches of Sheela na Guire.*' 



6t IRISH MINSTRELSY. 



51i^n<»1'»ie M^'ioi. 



)^e<^3h<^n CU<p(^ch ' \io cli<^n. 



71 yh^oi 3hlAin be phpioTiih-'|3oich ti<^ i^p-^phei^it x^o\i ! 
Ij" binn, iTi<^oi3hce lAoTche {^sui* |ii<^i6hce Teimir ; 

?ln <^oibhinTi le<^c bibipc <^|t ti?^'i6 30 leip, 

*y <^n pi3h cei^pc <^ lui3he<^6!i 'r\o\x le 5p^i^iie |7lh<^ol ? 



l)eibhib pillp <^3U|' cemce 3e<^l cn^imh ^^3 5<^^^Ji<^i^ 
7Vx vi^ncA 6'<^ n-5io3<^&h Aip cU^p le T3^&p, 
l)eibh Aoibhne<^i" <^Y^"^^" ^^P 6h<(iinh, A'l* cleip, 
'I3 3ui6he leij- An pi3h ceApc 'i* le 5p<^i»^iie |7lh<^ol. 



C& lAoii'ei^ch 30 buibhe<^iiinh<^p c<^p I'AUe <^3 ceAchr, 
le i)io3p<^i|' chum Sio3h<^lcAi|' le S&p6<^ A'l* ^x^o'Ap, 
l)eibhib y^oithe ^\i 3-cpiche 30 bp&ch 'n A peim, 
"213 ifibipc ^ nAimhbe 6 5hp^iiine fVlh<^ol. 



JACOBITE RELICS. 65 



GRANA WEAL.^ 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



O thou that art sprung from the flow'r of the land. 
Whose virtues endear and whose talents command ; 
When our foemen are banished, how then wilt thou feel. 
That the king of the right shall espouse Grana fFeal. 



O'er the high hills of Erin what bonfires shall blaze, 
What libations be pour'd forth ! — what festival days ! — 
While minstrels and monks with one heart-pulse of zeal, 
Sitig and pray for the king and his own Grana fFeal ! 

The monarch of millions is riding the sea. 
His revenge cannot sleep, and his guards will not flee ; ^ 
No cloud shall the pride of our nobles conceal. 
When the foes are dispersed that benight Grana Weal. 
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ChT6h):e<^|t n^ irnlce i'n yp&mn 3© qt^un, 
^^pTop-ycoic n<^ ape 60 C|t<(6h<^6h le pVeib^ 
y^lfib 3<^n mh^Cill ch(i5<^iiin c<^|t jKiV 3^11 bhji&3, 
^3 coimh&e^^cht ^n ]tT5h cha|tc A'x 3hl^i"Tie fVlh^^oil. 



)*pfieA3 ^'i^cinn, biobh meAbhAift ope 30 l&ibip, l&ip ; 
5l<^c clolbhe^^mh chu3<^& 6i*x cip3hibh, ^ 3hp<<i6h mo 

ohVSbhl 
y^nn-pib $ l)i3hlATi6y Uichb bl&ch-bhiin^cr, 
'Jlsui* finp6 An ]1%h ce<^pc te 5n^inne f»^hAol. 



Ci< <^n c-impipe <^3irr "U^oiTeAch ^-^uj p<^p<^ 6&, 

'2I3 iJi3he<^chc ch(j3h<^inn 30 buibheAnmhi^p 'x ^" 

yp<^inne<^ch x&roh ; 
bei&hib fiche<^ch feA|-&A, muinceAp6h<^, f)i<LipceAch peibh, 
leii* \n ydobh^^pc-p Atp i'li3h chti3<^iiin 'y le 5n^iii"^ 

MbAol. 



beibh fiop-3hul ^'j c^^^bh 3uipc ^*x S^pcbA cl&bh, 
?l3 |fiop-bhobAich ch^&hche, *3ui- rti c&x liom ^ ; 
yqiioep^^ib 30 h-lpol, 30 cU(ich 'i* 30 |?<^on, 
6o'n yciobh<^pc 60 MbpeAbh Y bo 5hp^i"iie f>^h<^ol. 
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The mighty in thousands are pouring from Spain, 
The Scots — the true Scots * shall come back again ; 
To far distant exile no more shall they steal. 
But waft the right king to his fond Grana Weal. 



Raise your hearts and exult, my beloved ! at my words. 
Your eyes to your king, and your hands to your swords ! — 
The Highlands shall send forth the bpnnetted Gael, 
To grace the glad nuptials of Grana fFeal. 



And Louis, and Charles, and the heaven-guided Pope, 
And the king of the Spaniards shall strengthen our hope ; 
One religion— one kindred — one soul shall they feel. 
For our heart enthroned Exile and Grana fFeal. 



With weeping and wailing, and sorrow and sham 
Aud anguish of heart that no pity dare claim ; 
The craven English churls shall all powerless kneel 
To the home-restor'd Stuart and Grana Weal! 

f2 
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?l'r A|i mumait 30 h-^oibhinn 3<^n ch^in, 'f^n c.T<^03h^l ; 
l)a&hi6 3<^oT6hil bhochc 30 h-lnariTie^^cli Vkn be T3^&p, 



[Ao zhe^ifb^X ^'P irih<^T3<^lAch bhU^ich, 3<^n bh&in, 
6i^ ITK^cAbh le |-eAlAb ^^3 n^mhuib 30 clAon, 
'^ XS^m^^ll <^3 A3<^Udfnti 5hp^iTine (VlhAol. 



l)eibh ce<^)tcdr, babh ^^ice^r, beibh b^in, beibh TS^P* 
?l3 f lAchi^ibh <^3 |?|teAxb<^l bo'n n-il|ib-jii3 chp^, 
l)eibhib 5^1U 'n ^ 3.ce^ch<^ibh b'& le<^3<^bh le pilleip, 
21'X babh xe<^lbh A3 C<^|tolui- <^i|t 5hit&iTme f»^hAol. 



JACOfiIT£ RELICS. 69 

Our halls ^^1 rejoice with friendship and cheer, 

And our hearts be as free from reproach — as from fear ; 

The huD§^ adventurer shall pine for the meal, 

He long lapped from the life stream of Orana tFeal* 



Ah ! know'st thou the maiden all beauteous and fair. 
Whom her merciless foes have left plunder'd and bare ? — 
The force of my emblem too well canst thou feel, 
For that suffering lorn one is our Grana Weal ! 



But the nobles shall bring back the true king again, 
And justice long slighted will come in his train ; 
The bullets shall fly — and the cannons shall peal — 
And our Charles victorious espouse Grana Weal I 
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u-ziiii - ct)UM^'Hit>>) T ») e -Ji 5 ») '211 11 



ci)i'Jin?nc»). 



bibhiTn«Te buAn ^ift bu^&hi|tc 5Ach M, 

^^ btbitMbh li^^im <^Ti bu^^chAill be6bh, 
*y n^^ch ftiomhch^it cu<Ci|nT5 u<^i6h, mo bhpon ! 
*7* i mo lAoch, mo shile me^^it, 
*!* ^ mo ChAefi^p cosh^^bh ti<^ bh-|:e<^it ; 

b'lmchrjh ^ 3-c&fi mo shile me^p. 



^ h-<^dibhmTi cuAch bu&h ifliu^ittc Aip Ti$in, 

C&16 T^^diche Tu<^6h <^ m-bu^Cibhific Y <^ m-bpon 
btb|te<^bh u^^rnn ^n bu<^ch<^ill be$bh. 
*yi mo lAoch^ &c. 
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CLARAGH'S LAMENTS 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



The tears are ever in my wasted eye, 

My heart is crushed and my thoughts are sad ; 
For the son of chivalry was forced to fly. 

And no tidings come from the soldier lad. 
Chorus — My heart — it danced when he was near, 
My hero ! my Caesar ! — my Chevalier ! 
But while he wanders o'er the sea, 
Joy can never be joy to me. 



Silent and sad pines the lone cuckoo, 

Our chieftains bang o'er the grave of joy ; 

Their tears fall heavy as the summer's dew, 

For the Lord of their heuts — the banished boy. 
Chorus — My h^rt — ^It danced, &c. 



72 IKISU MINSTRELSY. 

^^'^ T^T 5^ r^^Htc Ai|t ch|tu<^bh-ch)tuic ceSil, 
C&'n ei3p <^ ii3ituAiTn *x 3^ti u^^im nA wi-beSl, 
C&ib beiche bu^^n <^ip bu<^ibhi|tc 3<^ch IS 
6tbhtic<^6h u^^inn ^n buActi<^ill beSbh. 
*X ^ rn^ lAoch, &c. 

4fi'|t eip5hibh Itho^biq- -p^n fn<^|t i|- coip, 

Tf 6a\i A ch^^din-chne^i- |t&6h ri^ 6A^l-bh]t<^c b|t6in, 

"P^^ol choillce ^ 3-c&n fn^p b'6^loi3h 6j\ le^shAn. 
T ^ wio lAoch, &c. 

Tin TTK^pc^^ch ui^^Al^ u<^ibhpe<^ch, ^ 
Cp^bhe 3<^n shpuAiwi it fu^^ipce piSbh 
Cpobh<^ipe Ui<^ifnTie<^ch, luAch <^ nsleoibh 

*y 6 mo lAoch^ &c. 

\>^ SWAt ^ T^thl mhe^^tH rohtiipnei^ch, mhobh'i^il, 
fA^fi le<^3<^TiTi bpuchb<^ <^ip chi(tmhAiT An |i$it ; 
f»^<^PT <^'t Ci(tp6 30 bUiich <^ 3-cofnhAp, 
'ii b-p«^PT^inn uip 't <^ n-3nuiT mo ytip. 
"X imo lAoch, &c. 
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Mute are the minstrels that sang of him. 
The harp forgets its thrilling tone ; 

The brightest eyes of the land arc dim, 
For the pride of their aching sight is gone ! 
Chorus — My heart — it danced, &c. 

The sun refused to lend bis light, 
And clouds obscured the face of day ; 

The tiger's whelps prey'd day and night,* 
For the lion of the forest was far away. 

Chorusy— My heart — it danced, &c. 

* 

The gallant — graceful — ^young Chevalier, 
Whose look is bonny as his heart is gay ; 

His sword in battle flashes death and fear. 
While he hews through falling foes his way. 
Chorus — ^My heart — it danced, &c. 

O'er his blushing cheeks his blue eyes shine, 
Like dew drops glittering on the rose's leaf; 

Mars and Cupid' all in him combine. 
The blooming lover and the godlike chief. 
Chorus — ^My heart — it danced, &c. 
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l}- 6lAoi6he<^ch, blihch, ')• ij- bticlAch boftit, 

bh<^ch<^x uji 30 cum wio ycop, 
'y 6 mo lAoch, &c. 

Ij- coj-'mhuil 6 le ^nstrr $5, 
le lu5h<^ibh mhac C^n ti<^ m-b&me<^nn m$|t, 
le cup<^bh<^ibh A|t&<^ mhac &&i)te ^n 6i]t, 
C<^oii^ch Cijie^n qt^un <^i|i coip, 
'y ^ mo lAoch, &c. 



le ConnAll Ce^pii^^ch bo bhe^pnAbh p$|u;, 
le lPe<^P3UX pubhi^nc^^ch, poriTi mhac ]l$i3h, 
le conchubh^^p ci^ibh mhac ^j&if iiA noj-, 
CAolyeAch <^dibhmii chfK^oibhe An eheoil> 
*y S mo lAoch, ficc. 



^1'|t lAbh<Ct]t <Cti chiiKch 30 ru^ipc urn nim^ 
'y m bmn 311CI1 3KbhK|t K 3-ccfilkibh cnobp, 
^lift m^^ibm fi^mhttKibh ^ n3leAfiii»(jbh ce^bh, 
b'mfichi3h u^mn ^n biM^chAiU be^h. 
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His curling locks in wavy grace. 
Like beams on youthful Phoebus' brow ; 

Flit wild and golden o'er bis speaking face, 
And down his ivory shoulders flow. 

CIu^us — ^My heart — ^it danced, &c. 

Like Engus ' is he in his youthful days, 
Or Mac Cein whose deeds all Erin knows ; 

Mtw Dary's chiefs of deathless praise. 
Who hung like fate on their routed foes. 
Chorus — My heart — it danced, &c. 

Like Connall the beseiger, pride of his race ! 

Or Fergus son of a glorious sire ; 
Or blameless Connor son of courteous NaUj 

The chief of the Red Branch — Lord of the Lyre. 
Chorus — My heart — it danced, &c. 

The cuckoo's voice is not heard on the gale. 
Nor the cry of the hounds in the nutty grove ; 

Nor the hunter's cheering through the dewy vale, 
Since fiir — fiur away is the Youth of our love. 
Chorus — My heart — it danced, &c. 
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^^ inneSi"<^6 ifhn ck^ h-6 too ybop, 

l)ei&h mnpn jxj&l cAp &t 30 le6|i ; 

^hc 3ui6hifn-p <^-mhKc 6e tk^ 3-coifih<^chc 

50 bh-pllibh mo lAoch 3<^n bh<^%Al beo&h, 

'7* 6 wio lAoch mo 3hile roe^^p ! 

'y ^ cuiy mo leifi mo 3lnle me<^|t ! 

^0 nuKji 30 b-$u3 'ymo pu^^chKft l&n, 

^^\i 60 |tu<^i3e<^6h ^ 3-c&n mo 3hileme<^|t! 
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The name of my darling none must declare, 

Though his fame belike sunshme from shore to shore; 
But, oh, may Heaven — Heaven hear my prayer. 

And waft the Hero to my arms once more ! 
Chorus — My heart — it danced when he was near. 

Ah ! now my woe is the young Chevalier ; 
Tis a pang that solace ne'er can know. 
That he should be banish'd by a rightless foe. 
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i)'2i<»l-CT)<Jioic eirie7i<n 051). 



^lip 3huch " UilMc^Lin bhuibh ! " 



Uile<^c&n bubh ! 
[Ah^fi ^ Tn-bi6he<^nn coft|t<^&h r\^ TlAince ^ m-bi^ftft n<^ 

Uile<^ci^n bubh ! 
WbheAnn <^n mhil <^iji <^n 3-cp<^nn ^nn 6. nsle^^nnc^^ibh 

'y n<^ ITtuchi^ibh ly <^n c-T<^Tnhp<^ <^nn ^ 3-ciuTnh<^iT 3<^eh 

l)i6he<^nn ui|3e 'n <^ ThjiiiiU <^nn ^*x ^p6ch6 um noin, 

Tliji bh&n-chnoic Cipe^^n 6311. 



Uil^c^n 6ubh ! 
5<^ch |:<^p<^ipe <^ 3hlu<^iTeAT 6 chu<^nc<^ibh n^ h-Cipe<^n, 

Uilei^ci^n bubh I 



JACOBITE RELICS. 79 



THE FAIR HILLS OF IRELAND.' 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



Erin's the land of hospitable cheer, 

The day I left her was a day of woe ; 
There golden plenty crowns the labourer's year," 

And shadowy glens with balmy honey flow. 
Fair are her wood-land paths and murmuring rills. 
Sweet is the stream that from each rock distils. 
Bright are the dew-drops glistening on her hills. 
Land of my heart ! O Uileacan Dubh O ! 



Mark her throng'd exiles lingering on their decks, 
Their eyes still kindling with the hero's glow ; 

The glossy ringlets curling down their necks, 
Have wrung reluctant praises from the foe.' 
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bheidi, 
60 b'|:e&pp liom *n^ bhu|i n-6u<^l3<^T 3i6h mop le muibh- 
e<^mh, bheich 



Uil^c^n 6ubh ! 
bibhe^^nn <^n c4m <^'t <^n c-u<^chb<^p <^3 3lu<^i|^chc 'n <^ 
|i<^ob<^ <^nn, 

Uile<^c<<n &ub}i ! 
bibhe^^nn <^ bioUAp <^ip <^n b-cotnn <^Tin <^'t T<^mh<^h bo3 

TI't n<^ cu<^ch<^ <^3 lAbh<^ipc <^nn 6 1$ 30 U, 
*!* <^n |7n6ilin u^^fi^l ly -piK^im-bhrnne ce6l, 

*2lip bh&n-chnoic Cipe^^n 63h. 
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Land of Gadelians ! Region of delight I 
Years shall not hold ine from thy genial sight ; 
Though rich and great the country of my flight, 
I sigh for Erin, Uileacan Dubh O ! 



Sweetly her new-mown meadows scent the gales. 

Large are the corn-ricks her full bawns can show ; 
Happy the herds that through her dewy vales^ 
And clover pastures linger blithe and slow. 
Sorrel and cresses each fond stream delay, 
Cuckoos their notes of love speak all the day^ 
While thrushes pour forth from each quivering spray, 
Their warbling songs, O UilecLcan Dubh O ! 
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Cibhltn n-l Ch^oilce p6 ch<^n. 



^K rc<^pp<^i3h bhup Ti-beup<^ n1 3?ibh<^ibh bh^^oibh ; 

5^ b<^3<^pch<^ch, b<^03hU^ch <^3 3?ipfe<Ci&he<^chc : 
7ln <^icfne-p <^n bheupU^ zK ^ 3-ce<^nnui' n<^ h-Cipe^^n, 

60 che<^Ti3<^il <^p 3-Cleip bhochb y<^oi ^pb-chtoy, 

beibhib ):e<^|*b<^ f^ bh<^op-bhpoi6 <^3 -ppe^^yb^^l 60 3h<^obh- 

Uibh, 
T 3^^ <^CTnb<^in3 ^ i-<^opch<^ <^3 ye^3h<^n buiMie. 

C^i^ib n^ YeAm^ii*, le |:e<^pr<^ibh 6j\ 'Jlen-mhac, 

Ij* |T<^6Ai3h 30 h-eu|3<^, bhup n-&pb-ch<^oifeh ; 
5tfeh Y<^b<^ 30 |:<^OTi pbh, <^3 c<^pp<^in3 n<^ cleiche, 

If bhup fn-b<^ilce <^3 meiplich, 3<^n |:<^3h<^il blT3he, 
4|i'l YPpe^^llAipe cp<^OY<^ch, le'p jTK^lfK^bh 6ji c-&cheAch, 

4l<^ch 3-e<^ich|:eA|* be leim, bul ^ m-b^pp cUCTbhe, 
le h-eA3lA yheuplAij-, <^n |:^p<^ipe cpeifehe<^eh, 

bo -^hl^n^x ^'t Cipinn bo yhe^3h<^n bhuibhe. 
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THE EXPULSION OF SHANE BUI! 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



Ye daughters of loveliness ! dim not your eyes^ 

By sorrow unclouded too seldom ; 
The days are at hand when your heroes shall rise^ 
And your foes be in trouble and thraldom. 
No Sassanach band 
Shall fling o'er the land 
All the sufTerings and sorrows that can be ; 
The chains of a slave 
Shall not fetter the brave, — 
With a blessing we'll fit them on Shane Bui ! 



Though spoiled of the land where our fathers have reigned ; 

Though bound to the plough and the harrow ; 

Though goaded to life we feebly sustained 

The tasks of a hard-hearted Pharaoh ; 

g2 
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beibh {^ich^pionn TK^omhch^ <^ 3-ce<^lU^ibh n<^ h-CipeAn, 
*y beibh c<^nc<^iTi <^3 Cispbh, 30 h-&pb-bhinn 

^I'l* <^iii fnh*YMU^in3 30 fn-b&bheAb-i-<^ <^'|* c^u6 <^iiin|:hip 
Tvi<^{t ^on I10TV1, 
713 iii<^3<^6h 3<^n cp<^ach<^6h y^^oT fhe<(3h<^ bhuibhe. 
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Yet when Charles shall come^ 
At the beat of his drum 

No Williamite more shall a man be ! 

When the Stuarts draw nigh, 
The long pampered shall fly. 

And Erin be lightened of Shane Bui ! 



Gadelians my boys 1 shall then rule o'er the land, 
And the churls shall be slaves as you now are ; 
Our armies will thrive under native command. 
And our cities exult in their power. 

The mass shall be sung, 
And the bells shall be rung, 
And bards to each Tanist and Clan be ; 

Fear and shame shall unite 
To drive from our sight 
Our heaven-cursed oppressors, an^ — Shane Bui ! 
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Te7i5i)?i<h o'6uibr)i[i •2i<h ^\)ie7i<i]^7i. 



CpeAbh^^iji j\^ n-3ob bh-y<^6^, 

f/ltle li(i3h <^3 wK^pcAich, 
7Vx \)e^n 30 bubh<^ch 'f ^r\ in-be<^Uch 

^213 ^ifte^TVih <^ cm6 3eibh ; 
'^o^x t& <^n choTll 6'<( 3Mpiu^6h, 

'Y <^ YTie&3h<^iTi ui ^hmbhift <^n 5ble<^nTiA, 
C^ rii 3<^n 3<^fne. 
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JOHN O-DWYER OF THE GLEN.' 

BY THOMAS FURLONQ. 



Blithe the bright dawn found ttie, 
Rest with strength had crown'd me. 
Sweet the birds sung round me, 

Sport was all their toil. 
The horn its clang was keeping, 
Forth the fox was creeping, 
Round each dame stood weeping, 

O'er that prowler's spoil. 
Hark, the foe is calling. 
Fast the woods are falling, 
Scenes and sights appalling 

Mark tbe wasted soil. 
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^In 3h<^och <^ 5-cu<^ich <^*m ledch<^feh, 
2I3UT <^n b&i* <^iin f<^n tp^Pj 

bo hh^mfe^bh 3itu<^im fee'n le<^nbh, 

?l me&bhon 3MI <^ti U^ ;— 
Ciioibhe Ti^ h-ui^iyle <^ip <^n 3-c<^pp<^i3, 

50 l& bheipe <^n c-T<^03h<^il, 
6h<^dinibh ui^iyle ^n bh<^ile, 
7Vx 6'|:*^^3|X^inTi ^n TS^eip- 



C<^i5 ):e<^p<^inn 3hleATinA ^n c-fpuch<^, 
*2l |*p&i6 n^ <^ 3-cu<^ch nl h-ilc<^p» 
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War and confiscation 



Curse the fallen nation ; 



Gloom and desolation 



Shade the lost land o'er. 



Chill the winds are blowing. 

Death aloft is going ; 

Peace or hope seems growing 



For our race no more. 



Hark the foe is calling, 
Fast the woods are falling, 
Scenes and sights appalling 

Throng our blood-stained shore. 



Where's my goat to cheer me, 
Now it plays not near me ; 



Friends: no more can hear me ; 



Strangers round me stand. 
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Chlu<^in 30 iTudic-n<^-3-ColAm, 
T ^^ ^e^ii\i\:h}6ibh dip bbpu<^ch <^n pof<^, 

bu<^l<^&h, bu<^iTi <^'|- c<^pcd6h, 
'Zln pnoilin bhinn 'y 6j\ Ion, 
5^" i<^p.3huch <^ip 3hei3 ; 

' T 5^P ^^P ^^ ^"^^P cbum co3<^i&h, 
Cleip 30 bu<^ibhMprhd ^'j pob<^ll. 
6& yeolAbh ^ 3-cu<^nc<^ibh loni<^, 
'Zlnn l^p 3hlednn<^ <^n c-yleibh'. 



'y e mo chpe<^ch mhAibne ! 

4l<^cb bh>|:u<^ip me W^f 3<^n pheAc<^bh, 
yul <^ bh-|:udip m^ T3dnTK^ill 

yi^ mo chui6 -pein ! 

fc-ci3 libhU^ cumhp<^ <^ip chp<^Tin<^ibh, 
&uiUedbh<^p <<Lip <^Ti Ti-6<^ip, 
Ti^uj bpuchb <^ip <^Ti bh-feup ; 
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Noble8 oDce higb-bearted, 
From their homes have parted, 
Scatter'dy scar'd, and started 

By a base-born band. 
Hark the foe is calling, 
Fast the woods are falling ; 
Scenes and sights appalling 



Thicken round the land. 



Oh ! that death had found me 



And in darkness bound me, 
Ere each object roimd me 



Grew so sweet, so dear. 



Spots that once were cheering, 
Girls beloved endearing, 
Friends from whom Fm steering, 
Take this parting tear. 
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2lm luibhe 30 bu<^i|tc |:<^oi fs^^ipabh, 

*y mun<^ bh-|:&3h me yu<^1mhne<^y |:e<^|T<^, 
6h<^oinibh u<^iyle <^n bh<^ile, 

C|i&3pbh me mo fbe^^lbh, 
ll^ux f&i^bh me <^n 'r<^03h<^l. 
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Hark, the foe is calling, 
Fast the woods are falling ; 
Scenes and sights appalling 



Plague and haunt me here. 
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le \)-ii]x <t)U yuifie. 



Co3h<^n {lu^bh 0*Yuilliobh&n pS chdn. 



60 bhe<^iic<^t Cuil-|:hionn mh^^iye^^ch, mhuince, 3hii<^6fnh<^ji 
fh&mh, 

*^ ^ jK^ibh <^n lile <^3 tu3li<^6h qte luijTie lonnpAch, irK^ji 

T3^il n<^ S-cAop, 
5<^n nme ^ n-3nuif shil An leinbh lonniK^ic, bo bl^luinn 

I3eimh. 

If blAyb^^, buiMie<^eh, be<^chc bo bhe<^nbui3h buinne, 'j if 

f^ilice^^eh, T&mh, 
If c^^fk^ibh b'timhlUTshe^^T le'm h-<^c<^ cumseAch, <^'fn 

Ix^iiTih 30 jreup ; 
^liji <^mh<^iic shnuiye <^'t phe<^|iy<^n ehumch^^ n<^ b<<ibe if 

l$ip, 
;5uii eheAl3 Ciupib le bApc^^ibh nu3h<^ me, z\ii l&p mo 

chleibh. 
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BESIDE THE SUIR.* 



BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D.D. 



Despondent and sad by the Suir as I strayed, 

I met a fair nymph in bright beauty arrayed ; 

Fair flowing her tresses and radiant her cheek 

As the berries ripe bloom, and her looks mild and meek. 



Benignant she hailed me, with rev'rence profound, 
My bonnet I vailed, and bowed low to the ground ; 
Emotions of wonder and joy filled my breast, 
And, with rapture inspired, thus the nymph I addressed. 
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fe' -poxpud^he^j^y^ 30 iniliy, TnuTnce<^|t5h<^ be 3h|i&6h ino 

chleibh, 
^Ip bh'ip 6j\ <^oil-chnCTy le'p cu5<^bh lionnpuich, ^\ &ji n<^ 

CpAobh ? 
^6 <^n [Vlhioch<^iii, mhin, Tnh<^iye<^ch chuip n<^ niike, le 

21t 3<^ll^ibh coimhi6hche<^ch n^'ji che<^nnui3h loy<^, 'n ^ 

']P|ie<^3<^iIi pnn, <^ 3he<^n mo chpoTbhe, <^n td <^n bh<lb 60 

chii&3, 
^In -pe^^ii 60 bhibh <^ici 6. 3-ce<^n3<^l cTnnce, le 3ti?^6h bo'n 

bh-Tp&nn ; — " 

41$ <^n 5h<^WAin 3h|iinn bo bh<^ili3h ^<^oTi-e, c^^ji y^Cile <^ 

3-c&n, 
diu3 c|te<^T3<^i|tc U^dTch <^ 3-c<^ch n^ cpAoibhe, ^'j ^p nA 

3-c6ub ? 

41$ <^n bhe<^n 60 llns nK^ji che<^p<^i6 bpuibhche, |:&i3h A'y 

le h-^^if <^n "^ptToy chu3 yc^z^ U^oich, c<^ji y^il 6o'n 

"-5pei3 ? 
^$ <^n c(i 60 6ti3he<^bh le cuTn<^nn t)io3|i^ii', f^iiic <^'i' 

le ConiK^l iiTo3hbh<^ ^ 3-cunK^y iii03h<^chc<^, 3h<^bli&il 'n ^ 
bh&3h ? 
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*' Oh ! art thou that fair one whose dear fatal charms, 
To the walls of old Troy led the Greeks in bright 



arms ? 



Or she who our princes has exiled afar, 

And brought in the aliens, with rapine and war? 



'<0r that dame, most unhappy, whose love passing 

fond. 
For the Finians, dissolved the dear conjugal bond ? 
Or she who afar o'er the seas sped her flight 
With Ncurise renowned in the Red-Branches' figlit ? 



'^ Or she that of old with the heroes of Greece, 



Theme of many a song, brought the rich golden fleede ? 
Or the queen of king Connor deemed worthy alone. 
When he lay in the tomb, to be placed on his throne?" 
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6'|:hiie<^3<^i|i p 30 blAfbA finn, ^*x ^ ^^ "^ n-b^|i, 
4lf ce<^cb6<^|i tnobh b'^p AinmnTshiy, <^'b ji^ibhcibb mi ; 
*Jlchc be<^n 5o bKTbb -fK -^hji^b^m pi03b<^chfc<^, qi^cb 6be'Tn 
ThAo3h<^l, 

'Zln c<^n -pe^^yAbh tinn, ck^ 6j\ hhe^rt bo bWbb liom, qi&ch 

<^3 pl^bh, 
60 3blAc<^f b<^oTy, ^^iji irib^^cbcrK^mh innire, bi^c<^ <^n fc&l, 
5u|i lAbb^^ip fi> 3^ blAfi^^, Wnn, 3<^n ct&y ^ n^^obh^il^ ; 
" ye<^cb<^in c<^^6b, <^3ut 3lAcAibh innnn, ^jib 6.'x |t&Tn« 



<( 



If 3e&|i|i ^n mb^^ill, 30 bh-peiepii buibhe<^ii, cAp y&ile 

<^3 c^chc, 
50 lAnrK^cb, Konmb^ii, ^ TnAiic<^ibh bibhei^nmhAii, 3^11 

XS^icb poimh phill&|t, 
*^3 3lAn<^bh cpioch chlAniK^ 5^^bhe<^l, le h-^pb-inb^^e 

O'n <^icme chlAoin n&'ji 3biie<^nnui3h Cploir, 'f beibh <^n 
U <^3 mo U&b.*' 



bubh cne<^T^<^ 3n<^oit)h, bubh bUrtk^ Uoibb, <^'r *><> b'^ilne 
TS^imh; 
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Then she answered me sweet, with a tear and a smile, 
'^None of these greets thee now — but the Queen of the 



Isle, 



That once reigned thrice happy o'er mountain and vale. 
The genius of Erin, the pride of the Gael." 



To see Erin's genius what joy thrilled my frame ! 
But grief for her wrongs soon my spirit o'ercame ; 
Till she cried in sweet accents allaying my smart, 
^^ My son cease to grieve, and with strength arm thy heart. 



^* For swift o'er the seas come armed ranks in their might. 
Well trapped are their horses, their swords gleaming 

bright ; 
Led on by a hero, to sweep from the coast 
The ruthless, false-hearted, heretical host." 



h2 
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ly c<^p<^i6h tS'^Pj chum jiei^cb^^ ^l"T> ^'T ^'T^^S ^^ ^ 

b-pein, 
*Jln z6j\ be<^ttcui5he<^bh Unn, suji bb'^^iflins bpuibhei^chc^, 

^ Ii<^i6hce b&L 

50 6-a3i6h <^n liibh ^ 3-ce<^|tc chum cjiiche, ^ 6-qi&ch 3<^n 

bh<^g5h<^l, 
50 bh-|:eiceAm 5ibi|ic, fc^^ipedbh 6,'x fS^mhle, ^*x ^T* ^ 

Tp^^bh^^p, 
^liji Aicme 6j\ -pheill, c<^ji n-<^iy ^ liiy, pn ciiioch mo 
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In her own native strains, and with looks passing fair, 
She accosted me thus, and then vanished in air. — 
1 grieved lest iny vision too soon I might deem 
The work of enchantment — a flattering dream. 



Thou, who man hast redeemed by dire suffering and toil. 
This redemption, oh 1 grant to my dear native soil ; 
May the woes that o'er Erin her foemen would spread, 
With vengeance alight on their own guilty head ! 
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^i|t ct)eiMTi<^T "H^i ^t]-^^ 0^1)711. 



^e<^Ii|:Uch<^ O'Smwh * \C" ch<^n. 



2lTin<^mh Innnn |:hoitbh|:<^oilibh, 
21 Ti-u^^ifle uile <^i|t namhifibh ! 



b<^It^inh<^il 6o bliapcheAii 6oibh ; 
^3 & piiOTnb<^bh 6 'cpoloTshe <^ 3-CT»e<^bh ; 



41$ IT luchb b^i|ice fi^'ji bh|tuchr muip ; 

416 4T sail <^ n.3&bhe<^nTK^ibh 5<^ll, 
Ci|te<^nn<^ich ^ |:h^iiin e<^ch6|t<^nn ! 
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ON THE DOWNFALL OF THE GAEL, 



BY HENRY GRATTAN CURRAN. 



Weep ! weep ! for agony and shame 
With deepening gloom the Gael invest ; 

Fall'n is each proud and patriot name. 
On which a nation's hope might rest. 



What are they now ?-— a remnant spared, 
Writhing from desolation's tread — 

Pale pilgrims, who the deep have dared. 
And traced the sterile waste outspread. 



A shattered bark's disheartened crew 
O'er-gazing from the crowded deck ; 

The sheeted wave that flashes through. 
Or bursts above the labouring wreck. 
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Cu3T<^6 m^^Xe <^iii inhi-mh^^iye ; — 
Cu3|-<^b we<^nni<^ Aip Tnh<^oich-fnheipcne ;— 

CK b|K^c-chi<^ich oy <^ 3-cionn, 

|7lhuch<^T 3IS1P 3<^&6heAl Cipe^^nn ; — 
fTlAp neull 3-ce<^ch 3hpi<^n-bh<^icheAT 301I, 
bo le<^ch 6'i<^p3hn<^iche<^f oppch<^. 

C<<plAi3h 6 bh6inn 30 b|iu<^ch l&n, 
6li3h ly yiti <^nill3he<^6li ; — 
5u|i bhjie^^ch 'rh<^^ le 'I^K^nTK^ibh '^p^il, 
?ln iii<^3h<^il chlA^Ti 60 chon3bh<<il. 

^i bhibh A3 iTK^c iiT3he o'n iii<^3li<^il, 
'2li|ie ^^iji luch eich oip-xhpK^rK^ich, 
^i <^ili Theil3 oi3he v^ chioch cnoic, 
^6 Aip 3hnionih pi3he no yeAbhAic. 

6'"pe<^p<^ibh ^b\A ly v<^ch oiichp<^, 

'21 n-^ic 3iiAivne ^ n3jioi6he<^bh Te<^n3, 
5<^ch f<^ichche im oipeAp CipeAnn. 
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Victims of every changing fate, 

Tiiese shadows of the Gael of yore, 
Whose bonds with worse corrosion eat, 

Through breasts that panted free before. 

Their power is feebleness — their worth, 
Their manly worth, a rankling stain ; 

Once heroes! now, disastrous dearth. 
Their hearts have shriveled to the chain. 

Dark shadows round the Gael arise, 

Veiling the light of other days ; 
Like clouds that gathering in the skies. 

Obscure the sun's meridian blaze. 

The word went forth ' — from Boyne to Lein 

Echoed the impious sounds away ; 
But Ftans yet in Fail disdain 

To bend or brook an alien sway. 

The scions of a race of kings 

Nu more the glittering barb may grace ; 
Bid the swift hawk unfurl his wings, 

Or wake the mountain with the chuse. 
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Cpeoib 5^11 <^ 3-clu<^inabh ^ 3-ce^nn, 
Cfiiji <^&lcd <^nn &1C <^ bh-piitsne^^bh ; 

4|i AichTii3he<^nn Iniy I63h<^ 
^6h b'& |:<^ichchibh |:onn mhoiK^ ; 
Cnoic blAoi-jieibhe ^ n-bK^i3h <^n ^iji ; 

bAnb<^, buime ^ wAc^^omh ; 
^ ni Aichiiibhe<^nn Cipe i<^6-pn 
C&bhi6 |ie ch&le <^|- A 3-c|tuchAibh. 

If fi An 6|ion3 6hli3he<^T 6'Aichne, 
fe' Iniy Choinn ly c$mhch^chui3hche ; 

5<^oibhil 'n ^ n-6iioin3 n-6eo{U^c<^ ! 

be lei3 Cipe ^n conn cpichi, 
fe'iomchup |:6i|ine coi3qiiche, 
TlpchAch C)h^chi bo colU6h, 
ll" p <^n-ch|iuch 5'|:eAb<^ni<^i|t ! 
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But, while our hearts indignant bleed, 
An hour may come/ o'er Erin's plain, 

To bid the inert and drooping steed 
Bound with a warrior's weight again. 

Our halls the stranger's tread resound, 
Or glare white towers upon their site ; 

The plough hath past each hallowed mound, 
Where sages weighed a nation's right.^ 

Proud Logha*$ isle no longer now — 
'Tis England all « — each taint and blot. 

Her plains, her own free mountain's brow. 
All blighted, sullied, and forgot. 

The Gael no more their native place 

Di£!cern, in this degraded land ; 
Banba no more her sons can trace,' 

In failing heart and feeble hand. 

An alien race o'erruns her breast. 

Endenizened by strange controul ; 
The stranger is no more her guest. 

While exile wrings her children's soul. 
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|VI<^p chiTnchw^llAi* conn <^n):<^ibh 
le fcoipm lAoi luchb c^^oil ^pch^^ich ; 
y^iche 5<^ll <^p ci <^ <^ rimchill, 
^un<^ 6-ci i^n 6'Ci|i«^nnch<^ibh. 

bpuib bh^^lAip con<^ bhit^ichpibh, 
Cu<^chA 6& 60 bhTochl&ich|n3h 
6<^Ii ledc ij* neimhchpai'e, <^ n-biumh 
^^ beichpe-p, meic fVlhile<^6h. 

\A^\i luchb r\6k qioibhe ^^ip r\^ c^sh^^il, 
6'^ n-bich-chlach <^ n-bToch|i<^nih<^ibh ; 
'^pK^nn C«^mhju^ch t&ib i Ch<^ilc«^nn, 
*2l bh-|:<^ib f «^lbh<^ f «^ch<^inc«^|i ! 

Conihi'<^nih<^il pe clAinn IntJ^eil 
C-pip 'f ^n C131PC ^^ip fcqi&n*, 
|Vlic f7lile<^bh urn bh^inn ^ bhuj*, 
7I3 finw^bh bh^ibh c <^ n-buchch<^r- 

|7lAp bo bhibh |Vl<^3h Tuipw^bh <^ b-ru<^ibh, 
1i n-3«^U fVlhac C^in ^n 6he6Jb u<^ip, 
l<<^ <^ t^AppAmhnA pe ceibhm cinn, 
"peibhrn <^ n-Acblo3hA Aip Cipinn. 
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See how the spoilers' stem the surge ! 

O'er Dat/Ws bark the winds prevail, 
She hangs upon the billow's verge^ 

With groaning plank and shivered sail. 

The tempest howls — the writhing wave 
Surrounds her, yawning to devour ; 

Will not her sons unite to save ? 

Oh ! shield her in this perilous hour ! 

Why, tame ones ! can ye not resign 

The blood of kings, that through you runs ? 

Who broke the rule of Balar's line ? 
Say — are not ye Milesius' sons ? 

Like those redeemed from Ilium's fall^ 

To wander o'er the pathless main; 
Proud TemoTj Taillteanj we recall. 

But ne'er shall see their pomp again. 

As rose the voice of Israel's wail. 
From Egypt breathing to her God ; 

By dark Bovinda*s wave the Gael, 
Weep for the fields their fathers' trod. 
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C^<CWi bhibh 30 n 6ion3Tnh<^6h-f<^n ! 

C|iu<^i3h ! bo ]li3h |t<^ch^ namhe, 
'^p^ 6-c«^chc btiirni y\i n-bAoipp-ne 

Cit^ub ^n ch<^ch-ch|i<^oip Ch|iiomhch^inii. 

% Ch|tion$ib '3 & xtfs. ^n ciimb^^chc 

Qln w-bK^bh <^n bpw^m-i'^^ choTbhche ^^ip beSpuT- 

bha^chc ? 
^T 11* x\^ i ch<^ch<^i|i-lioT ChoTnn 
4^0 <^n Tn-bi<^bh <^n c-<^di-<^oibhn«^T <^3<^inn ? 

&o f hlu<^i3h b<^n<^ip n-bup-<^ni3ibh 
ll^^&wb-V^ip&^n 3lAn ')p&i3h 0*3-CoTnn, 
^n |i|timh-€^p1ATnh c^ibh ColAm ! 

)7I<^ chu3 ^n be6nu3h<^bh bhi, 
y^^cyA nu<^bh b'&p bh'^^inm Cipe ; 
bhach pe <^ tinn-p \ l^imh btobhbh<^, 
6o*n n-lnp ly ci^ip ceileAbhp<^bli ! 
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Maytuire her wakening might arrayed^ 
And crushed the power of fierce JkPKein ; 

And he who blessed her reeking blade, 
Maj rend the links of Erin's chain. 

Oh for the arm of Priam's son ! 

Oh for a Hector's patriot ire ! 
To wave the Gael to glory on. 

To wake their hearts to freedom's fire. 

Or would the eternal to our aid 

Vouchsafe a Moses' guiding hand, 
To liberty our steps to lead. 

And marshal Criffim's warrior band. 

Dread sov'reign hear, oh hear our cries ! 

The land thou gav'st — this bright domain 
Is ours — those shining walls that rise. 

When shall they be our home again ? 

Or wilt thou in thy wrath fiilfil, 

The fate 0*Cuin's pure prophet spoke ; 

When through the shades of coming ill, 
Columba saw the stranger's yoke ? 
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(7lun<^ 3-cui|iib 6$i3h ^ n-&K^ 
yfol Cibhifi-Ycoic c'n YcicHk^ 
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If God has willed it — and the land 

That gave us Irish name and heart. 
The Saxon now can bind and brand. 

Oh ! let us from the shore depart ! 

But still, oh still one hope remains ! 

Let's bend before the throne of grace } 
The blood that burned in Heber's veins, 

May yet approve his Scythian race. 
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NOTES. 



1 IRELAND AND KING JAMES. 

This poem opens in an awful manner. The ruler of a great 
empire appears in a state of utter destitution. Driven from his 
throne for proclaiming liberty of conscience throughout his 
dominions, he flies for shelter and succour to a part of those 
dominions, from which he rather deserved ** curses loud and 
deep/' than any assistance ; to a land, over which his grand- 
father, father, and brother, ruled more like scourges of God 
than paternal kings. But the brave and generous, though per. 
secuted people, " whose foible was loyalty," forgot all their 
wrongs in the contemplation of the sufferings of their monarch. 
They immediately flew to arms, rallied round his standard, 
fought his battles, and but for the dastard himself, would have 
conquered in his cause. Well would it have been for their 
posterity, if they had bartered him, as the Scotch did his father ; 
but Irish honour forbade the deed. Of the national sentiments 
towards James and his descendants, no better proofs can be 
adduced, than the poems and songs in which these sentiments 
are so forcibly expressed. History has recorded the struggles 
of this devoted people, and the chivalrous loyalty and patriot- 
ism by which they were actuated, are described in these 
Jacobite productions, with all the characteristic warmth of 
national feeling. 
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This expression should have been in the plural, ^chc 
bAofW^bh r\A f coc. Every reader is now aware that the ancient 
inhabitants of Ireland were called Scots, and the island Scotia. 
In succeeding ages, the term was exclusively applied to the 
Albanian Colonists from Ireland. Hence originated the name 
of Scotland. 

» *« Lofty spirits of MUenan Une." 
The ancient Milesian families of Ireland, after braving the 
storms of thousands of years, began to yield in the sixteenth 
century. The disastrous warfare of the succeeding age, and 
the perfidy of the Milesian Stuart, hastened their political 
downfall, which was finally completed by their ill-fated en- 
deavours to restore the second James. A Milesian of the 
present day looking back on his long line of ancestry and 
subdued country, may justly exclaim with the Trojan hero : — 



Fuimns Troes : foit Ilium, et ingens 



Gloria Teucrorum, ferns omnia Juppiter Argos 
Transtulit : incensft Danai dominantur in nibe. 

But, though the inheritances of Ireland were seised by the 
adventurer and soldier, the Milesian families retained, even in 
their decline, a high sense of the dignity of their descent. 
On this subject, it seems, our English neighbours have been 
much amused by the following anecdote, which Dr. Johnson 
was fond of relating as a curious sample of Milesian pride : — 
''The few ancient Irish gentlemen yet remaining, have the 
highest pride of family ; Mr.Sandford, a friend of the Doctor's, 
whose mother was Irish, told him, that O'Hara, who was true 
Irish both by father and mother, and he, and Mr. Ponsonby , son 
to the earl of Besborough, the greatest man of the three, but 
of an English family, went to see afi« o^ those ancieHt JHtA, 
and that he distinguished them thus, O'Hara, you are welcome ! 
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Mr. Sandford» your mother's sod is welcome ! Mr. PonaoDby, 
yoa may sit down." Doubtless, this story might have 
afforded merriment to the Doctor and his literary friends, at a 
time when it was fashionable, as well with the rich vulgar, as 
the low ignorant in England, to deride every thing Irish, even 
their misfortunes. But that time is now gone by. America 
has since triumphed, and Ireland, at the present crisis, seemlsi 
destined to take her place among the nations, or English 
policy towards her must speedily change. But to our anecdote. 
The ** one of those ancient Irish " alluded to, was the Mac 
Dermott, usually stiled Prince of Coolavin, (a district in the 
couuty of Sligo,) whose direct ancestor invited over Bruce, to 
rescue Ireland from English tjrranny, at the beginning of the 
fourteenth century. For the meaning of Johnson's words, '' the 
greatest man of the three," I am wholly at a loss, though well 
aware that the son of the earl of Besborough, whom he 
mentions as that personage, was descended from one of those 
rapacious revolutionary adventurers of CromwelFs training; 
who on 29th May, 2tst Charles II. obtained a grant of 
lands, iniquitously declared forfeited, in the county of Kilkenny. 
This man's descendants, with those of an obscure London 
trader, Tristram Beresford, (whose original proposal to the 
fishmongers of that city, in the reign of James 1. for a lease 
of their escheat of Ballykelly, in Ulster, I have read,) 
became the Protestant ascendency rulers of Ireland, where, 
during the last baleful century, they literally exercised the 
powers of king, lords, and commons. In this sense, un- 
doubtedly the individual alluded to, was *^ the greatest man of 
the three," and perhaps therefore, was honored with leaVe to 
sit down in the presence of Mac Dermott. 

♦ " And o'er the deep the festering boon shall Jtee." 
The contempt and hatred which the Irish entertained for the 
English in former times, are expressed without reserve through- 
out these poems and songs. In the present, they are scornfully 
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called ** festering boars/' bp^n-coiitCy and in others they are 
designated fetid goats, wolves, churls, &c. Similar feelings, 
have given birth to similar expressions amongst the modem 
Greeks, towards their Turkish oppressors. Accordingly, in 
their popular songs, we find the Turks called wild rams, wolves, 
and other opprobrious names. From among many bitter and 
sarcastic stanzas, current in Ireland, the following epigram is 
selected, as a striking proof of the national hatred here alluded 
to. One of our bards seeing an Englishman hanging on a tree, 
exclaimed extempore : — 

Ij* m^ich bo chopdbh A ch)i<^iTi, 

Jt^ch bo ch9|U^bh ^iji 3<^ch ^en 'cfu^oibh, 

jVIo Venn ^^n coiUce Inye ^6^1 

lAn be'b cho|i^bh s^ch ^en U. 

Pass on — 'tis cheering from yon stately tree, 

A foe's vile form suspended thus to see ; 

Oh ! may each tree that shades our soil, appear 

Thick with such fruit throughout the lengthen'd year. 

James the Second, has been accused, not only of overlook- 
ing, but even of /enoouraging the excesses of his soldiery, 
against the protestants ia Ireland; but, whatever were his 
faults, and they were not few, this was not among the number. 
The following letter, which I transcribe from the original, is of 
itself, sufficient to ju^uit him of that opprobrious charge. — 

«< James R. 
** Our will and pleasure ii that you forthwith repaire to our 
Towne of Cavaa where you are during our pleasure to com- 
mand in chiefe all our ffoioes in the said Towne and in our 
County of Cavan. You are likewise to take care thai moe 
ditordar be c&miited bjf amy of our Army witkim ike mid Towne 
or OmaUy of CmMoi. And that you from time to time informe 
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us of all accidents that shall happen there or thereabouts rela- 
ting to our affaires And herein you are not to faile. Given at 
our Court at Dublin Castle the 30th day of April 1690 and 
in the Sixth yeare of our Reign. 

" By his Majesty's Command 
'* To our Trusty and well beloved ** Ri. Nagle. 

« Coll. Denis Mc. Gillecuddy.'' 

With respect to this period of Irish history, whoever would 
be misled, may consult Archbishop King's ** State of the 
Protestants in Ireland/' an appalling monument of a 
christian bishop's breach of the commandment, ** Thou 
shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbour." If truth, 
however, be sought after, it will be found in the Answer to 
that book* by Leslie, a protestant gentleman, which proves, 
that when a divine descends to misrepresentation, he generally 
deals by wholesale. Yet King's production has been quoted 
by Harris, Leland, et hoc genus omne, as authority, in their 
" Histories " of Irish affairs ! 



' LAMENT FOR THE QUEEN OF KING 

JAMES IL 

While the Irish soldiery spilled their blood in the 6eld, the 
baids exerted their genius in the closet, to forward the interest 
of the royal fugitives, and by their songs and poems, proved 
no mean auxiliaries to the cause in which the nation had em- 
barked. They roused the people to arms, in defence of the 
legitimate monarch, and excited the utmost enthusiasm for the 
professor of the ancient faith, and the descendant of the re- 
nowaed Milesian race of Ireland. But the present beautiful 
elegy, was produced under very different circumstances ; and^ 
is theiefore, entitled to particular consideration. It was com- 



122 NOTES. 

posed at a time, when all hopes of* the royal restoration were 
at an end; and may, therefore, be taken as a proof of 
the unfeigned sympathy and sorrow of the Irish nation, for 
the exiled family of £ngland. 

Mary D*£ste, who survived her royal consort many years, 
appears to have been every way worthy, as a wife, a mother, 
and a queen, of the praises so lavishly bestowed on her by the 
Irish poet. Though a long time in England, even before het 
accession to the throne, she was never popular, in consequence 
of her being a catholic, and warmly attached to her religion ; 
but, for the same reasons, she was an especial favorite with the 
Irish. She died at St. Germaine, April 26th, 1718. Her 
son, James Francis Edward, called by his followers James 
the Third, and, by others, the Chevalier de St. George, is 
frequently alluded to in these Jacobite Relics. 

* John O'Neachtan, the author of this poem, (and of Maggy 
LaidxTy printed in the first volume,) lived in the early part of 
the last century, in the county of Meath. Ue was a learned 
man, and an ingenious poet, and enriched his native language 
with many original compositions and translations. Several 
of these are in the possession of th(» writer; and among 
others, a copious Treatise, in Irish, ou General Geography, 
extending to nearly five hundred closely written pages, and 
containing many interesting particulars concerning this country; 
also, curious annals of Ireland, from A. D. 1 167, to the begin- 
ning of the last century. These works, if they belonged to 
any other nation of Europe, even to the island of Iceland, 
would long since have been deemed worthy of publication ; 
but alas ! the literature, language, and native genius of un- 
happy Ireland, have hitherto experienced unmeritted neglect. 
As a poet and miscellaneous writer. O'Neachtan holds the 
same rank in Irish literature, that Doctor Young, the author of 
the Night Thoughts, occupies in English. With equal genius 
and learning, the Irish bard's compositions are more equal and 
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correct, and his style less diffuse than those of the favored 
English author. Yet, what a different fate has attended these 
men. The works of the one, are read and admired wherever 
the language in which they ore written extends, the name and 
writings of the other are wholly unknown, except to the 
solitary Irish scholar, who may happen to pore over the mould- 
ering manuscripts in which these digecta membra are preserved. 
But such has been the fate of Ireland. Its native genius, 
learning, and talents, have been doomed to languish in obscu- 
rity. Tnily have they " wasted their sweetness on the desert 
air.^' — For with us, since England established its dominion 
here, it could never be said : — 

Ingeniis patuit campus : certusque merenti 
Stat favor : omatar propriis indnstria donis. 

^ " Than Caesar of Hosts:'— 
That James II. (even though somewhat addicted to swear- 
ing,) was a more devoted catholic than any of the Caesars, has 
never been doubted, and this I take to be the poet's meaning 
in this passage ; but, that he was greater, as a statesman or 
general, even with all his naval character, is rather question- 
able. While William, who deserved the crown he bravely 
won, was crossing the ensanguined Boyne, amidst the thickest 
fire of his foes, 'James, from the church-yard on the hill of 
Donore, stood a tame spectator of the battle, which decided the 
fate of his kingdoms. Thence he fled panic-struck towards 
Dublin, where he was sarcastically complimented by the Lady 
Tyrconnell, on his superior speed from the field of battle. So 
dastardly was his conduct on this momentous occasion, that 
old Sir Teige O'Regan cried out to King William's officers, 
** Let us change commanders, and we will fight the battle over 
again." But the fatal blow was struck, and James, of whom 
some one tauntingly said, that he lost three kingdoms for a 
mass, fled to France to count over his " Paidereen. " for the re- 
mainder of his days, after entailing upon Ireland a century of 
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worse than Egyptian bondage. With respect to the memories 
of James and William, remove the penal code, and it may be 
fearlessly predicted, that the Irish catholics will unhesitatingly, 
join their protestant friends in commemorating the latter. In 
Ireland, bravery covers a multitude of sins. 



• CLIONA OF THE ROCK. 

Cliena is one of those fabled beings of the fairy tribe, called 
Benshees, so celebrated in Ireland. With these *' pale aerial 
demons,'* " Le Deamnuib odhra aieor," the hardi and 
sceahndhes enriched their poems and tales. The rock, ** Carraig 
CUodhna,*' lies within five miles of Mallow, on the right 
to the Cross of Donochmore, in a wild mountainous tract, sup- 
posed to be the head quarters of all the Munster fairies. It is 
a large grey stone, surrounded by a number of smaller ones, 
and is supposed to be the principal residence of CUoma, their 
queen. 

Owen 0*Rahally, a well known Irish bard, (who resided at 
Sliabh Luachra, iu Kerry, about the beginning of the last 
century,) in a spirited poem on the misfortunes of Ireland, 
addressed to one of the Mac Carthy family, enumerates some 
of these " shadowy forms," in the following lines, beginning 
with Clipna. — 

bo shuil CliobhiK^ qii6 n^ i3eul<^ibh, 

60 3huil UshnA A n-bu(tluf Cile, 

60 3hinl ^M^ \ po3hbh(io3 '^phabhlim, 

^'r ^^ 3*»wil' ^ibhil fi3hbhe<^n leich-chiiAi3 ! 

bo 3buil, 30 qiu<^i3h, An ]luAchcAch cAoille, 

bo 3huil *2line A nJ^pAi" 3p&ne, 

bo 3huile<^Wii Ochc nochcAiii <^i|i <^onloch, 

bo 3huile<^&<^|t <^inii{ie An chAi{inn |-An c-fl&bhe. 
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Cliona appears to have had another establiahmentr on the 
mountain of Carrigalea, in the county of Clare. She was, how- 
ever, but a provincial ruler, for *' the paramount fairy queen of 
Ireland, was Maidib, that is, mortifying the d, Maib, pro- 
nounced Meiv, by a common metathesis of v for b in Irish. 
From this country the appellation was conveyed to Scotland, 
and thence to the north of England There Shakspeare found 
our Maib, and espoused her, Mab, to Oberon, as his Fairy 
Queen." I1iis has escaped the poet's learned commentators. 

' William dall (or the blind) O'Heffeman, the author of 
this allegorical poem, was a native of the county of Tipperary, 
and appears to have been living, an old man, within the last 
fifty years. He composed many poetical pieces which are 
deservedly popular, but, if he had left no other than the 
present, it would in itself, be sufficient to rescue his memory 
from oblivion, and stamp him with the name of poet. The 
original is adapted and sung to the Irish air, ** Staca an 
Mhargaidh," or the " Market Stake," (which may be seen in 
Bunting's collection of Irish Music, p. 69,) but, in the trans- 
lation, it was found impracdcable to retain the air without 
falling short of the beauty of the original. 

The machinery (if the term be allowable,) of this ode, or 
the vision introduced by the poet, has been a favorite form of 
composition with our later bards. They delighted in decorating 
these visionary beings with all the charms of celestial beauty; 
and in this respect, our author appears to have been no mean 
proficient. His description is heightened with all the glow and 
warmth of the rich^t oriental colouring, and the sentiments 
and language are every way worthy of the subject ** Nothing," 
observes the ingenious and learned Arthur Browne, formerly 
Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin, ** marks more strongly 
the apathy of some musicians, than their perfect indiffer- 
ence about the words that accompany music* We have had 
all the polite world lately singing infantine words to the 
finest music. — To me, sublimity of words adds infinitely to 
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sublimily of music, by infinite associations of idea ; so in the 
pathetic; can it be otherwise where there is any soul." — 
ShUcheif voL ii. l/mdan, 1798. — ^That a similar opinion was 
entertained and acted upon by our bards, all their compositions 
afford abundant evidence. 

* " The mrtwe—the emprise — in days of yore 
Thai Banba nvriured"— 
Banba—- one of the early names of Ireland — ^Inif b<^iib<^ nA 
m-lK^n — Banba, isle of beauteous women. — The book of 
Drom-smeachia, followed by the iMbh^it 5<^bhAlA or Chro- 
nicle of InYasions, two ancient historical works in Irish, give 
the particulars of these primitive names. These venerable 
volumes lie, however, unheeded among thd mass of onr an- 
kno¥m unpublished manuscripts. 



« «' Or Ceimit who- 



bade ike crystal current of the stream 
Heave into life the milTs mechanic frame" 
Ceimit, one of the mistresses of Cormac, monarch of Ireland, 
about the beginning of the third century, induced that prince 
to send to Scotland for a skilful mechanic, by whom she caused 
to be built the first mill erected in Ireland. The circumstance 
is fully detailed in Keating ; and it calls to our recollection, 
that the old Irish manuscripts contain many creditable notices 
of the early state and history of Scotiand, not elsewhere to 
be found. With one in particular, I shall take the liberty 
of troubling the reader. In the " sealed" MS. library of 
Trinity College, Dublin, there is a copy, (written on vellum, at 
least six hundred years,) of a yet more ancient tract, entitled 
"^S^lUmh <^n tk^ Ifhu^bh,"— 7%e Dialogue of the Two 
Sages, a correct transcript of which, (formerly the property 
of my lamented friend John Mac Namara, of the county of 
Clare, an excellent Irish antiquary and linguist,) b now in my 
possession. It is written in a language or dialect as old as 
that used in our Brehon laws, with an interlined gloss ; and 
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records a contest which took place, about the time of the 
birth of our Redeemer, between Neide the son of Adhna, and 
Feredrtne, JUe^ or the poet, for the OllanUCs (or chief pro- 
fessor's) chair of Ireland* In the Reimsgeul, or Preface, we 
are informed that the former went to Albain (Scotland) to learn 
wisdom, — " 60 luibh l^^jK^mh An mAC pn bo iphoshU^ifii 
ei3i^ 1 n-*2lUK^in ; " but the word ei5ye, may be also ren- 
dered, knowledge, philosophy, or poetry. Here then are two 
Irish fragments of early date, which shew that Scotland was 
anciently, as it is at the present day, distinguished for poetry and 
philosophy ; but it is feared that thb notable discovery will be 
lost on the present professors of the " modern Athens,'' who, with 
philosophic pride, proclaim the barbarity of their own Gaelic 
ancestors^ and reject the authority of our Celtic manuscripts. 

^ *^ My name is Clitma^ the beetfmg tide 
Of the tail rock my home,'* 
** 1|- me-p CKobhnA 6 ch^^oibh n<^ c<^iijK^i3e." 
Cliona had two habitations, but which of them she alludes 
to here is doubtful. In this respect, her answers somewhat 
resembled those of the famous pagan oracles of olden time, 
and indeed, the whole of her revelation seems cast in the same 
mould. Even to this day, England's fiat for Irish freedom 
seems as hopeless as ever. 

• <* Martin's followers rave."" 
« yiiochb lAhisjiZ^m mhMluishcbe." 
The Devil and Doctor Martin are generally associated in 
our native proverbs. Henry the 8th, is sometimes added to 
make a trio. Indeed, it would be difficult to say which of the 
three is most generally detested in Ireland, but some are of 
opinion, that Henry and his immediate descendants, having 
inflicted more evils on the country than both the others, he 
seems entitled by way of pre-eminence to the distinguished 
association which has been rather gratuitously conferred on the 
great reformer. 
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CANTICLE OF DELIVERANCE. 

* This spirited Jacobite soDg was composed by Andrew 
Magrathy the witty and eccentric Mangaire Sugacht as were 
also the drinking stanzas, p. 192, first toL of this work. He 
was a nati?e of Limerick, and author of numerous poems and 
songs of a jovial, amatory, and political nature, which are 
current and popular, chiefly in the Province of Munster. As a 
poet, he not only excelled the mob of English gentlemen who 
formeriy wrote with ease, but also many of those whom Doctor 
Johnson has designated English poets. He led a wandering sort 
of life, and was much dreaded for the caustic severity of his wit 
His habits and writings closely resembled those of Prior. Like 
him, the Mangaire ** delighted in mean company. His life 
was irregular, negligent, and sensual. He has tried all styles, 
from the grotesque to the solemn, and has not so failed in any 
as to incur derision or disgrace." — Johnmm. Our bard was 
living within the last 40 years, and died at an advanced age. 

^ ** Too long have the churU in darh bondage oppreaed me." 
We have already noticed p. 119, the expressions of derision 
used by the Irish towards their unwelcome visitors, the English 
invaders, whom they contemptuously called the impure refuse of 
the ocean, ** Impurum maris ejectamentum*' — Ruigeri Hemum, 
Brii. Mag. p. 379. — ** Bos ubi Scotus erat,'' was likewise a 
common phrase among them. Some curious instances of the 
use of the term " Churl,*' are recorded. When Athenry, in 
the County of Galway, was burned in 1596, by Hngh madk 
O^DomuU, one of the Irish leaders who was requested to spare 
the church as it contained the bones of his mother, replied, 
'' I care not even were she alive in it, I would sooner bum 
them both together, than that any EngUih churl should fortify 
there.*' O'Nial, Earl of Tyrone, when marching by Castlemore 
in the County of Cork, in the year 1600, on his way to Kinsale 
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to support the Spaniards, enquired who lived in a certain Castle 7 
Being told that it belonged to Barrett, a good Catholic, 
whose family had been possessed of the £state for above 400 
years ; O'Nial exclaimed, ^' No matter, I hate the English 
ekmrl as if he landed only yesterday." — No one can be sur- 
prised at these strong expressions of National animosity, who is 
at all acquainted with our history since the arrival of the 
English. 

• ** Save Down, and his hindredJ' — 
Donn, one of the sons of Mile, or Milesius, according 
to Eochy ua Flainn, a poet and historian, who died A.D. 984, 
(and of whose compositions there are several still remaining of 
great value,) was cast away with his companions on the 
Duchains, to this day called Teach Duin^ or Bonn's Mansion, 
in the West of Munster. In succeeding ages, Donn was 
exalted by our bards to the rulership of the Fairies of that 
district, and in that capacity he appears to have taken a parti- 
cular interest in the subsequent aflbirs of Ireland. As he defied 
the vigilance of the priest and bard hunters, several pro- 
phetico-political songs have been attributed to him, or rather 
to his inspiration or revelation communicated to our poets. 
The present song is one of this character. 

♦ " Bui Phelim and Heber whose children betrayed tl." 
This alludes to the renegade Irish who joined the common 
foe, and of that class, from the days of the infamous Mac 
Morrough, who invited over the Anglo-Norman auxiliaries to 
his aid, our Annals have damned many to everlasting fame. 
Indeed, so effectually did the settlers pursue the Machiavelian 
policy, •* divide and govern," that it gave rise to the disgrace- 
ful adage, ** put an Irishman on the spit and you will find 
another to turn him ;" but, be it remembered, that the son of 
the settler was generally the turnspit. Espionage and deceit 
were the invariable rule of English conduct towards the unfor- 
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tunate Irish. The last, and it is hoped it will be the last, 
signal actof treacherj^Jn Ireland was committed by the descend- 
ant of a settler, Colonel Henry Luttrell, who ** sold the pass'* 
at Limerick to King William's forces. Lord Westmeath after- 
wards endeavoured, but ineffectually, to acquit this unhappy 
man of the charge ; see l^errar's History of Limerick, 354. 
He survived, an object of general execration, until the year 
1717, when he was shot in a sedan chair in Stafford-street, 
Dublin. The following Epigram was composed on his death — 

If heaven be pleased when mortals cease to sin. 
And hell be pleased when villains enter in, 
If earth be pleased when it entombs a knave. 
All must be pleased, now Luttrell's in his grave. 

* Samhain, the 1st of November. '* The festival of Somen, 
or Baal-tamen is called the Oiche-samhin by the ancient Irish. 
Pliny remarks, that the Druids counted their years not by days, 
but nights. The Irish word Coigtighois, meaning a fortnight in 
modern acceptation, means really Ckng-deagaickef or fifteen 
nights, shewing that the Pagan Irish counted lunations of 
thirty days, and divided them into two periods of fifteen nights 
each."— O'Coitor Cat, Siow MSS. p. 26. 

• " The treaty they broke.'' 
This alludes to the treaty of Limerick. So much has been 
said and written about this celebrated breach of military honor 
and political faith, that it only remains here to observe, that no 
single circumstance connected with the affairs of these Islands 
tended so much as this to estrange the minds of the Irish people 
from the English government, particularly during the last cen- 
tury. Even the massacres at Mullamast, the carnage at 
Drogheda, and the murders of the Scotch at Glenco have 
been forgotten, but this unparalelled dereliction of all principle 
is still remembered with horror. 
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' '' Shall the gorged Goat:' 
This is one of the contemptuous epithets before alluded to. 
The following Epigrammatic stanza is expressive of the feelings 
conveyed in the text. — 

Pi<^nc^ 3<^Ti ice Aiji ^leich ^'y ^^iji ^ chnJ^mh, 
'Zliti ^r\ zi (16 le'p mhiAnn luchc be<^iil<^ bheich flXn, 
60 bhibitt fliochc Ip <^3uy Cipe^^irih^m. 

May banishment and desolation light on him, may the plague 

and pains without remedy seize his veins and bones. 
Who would wish well to the English race. 
They who exiled the offspring of Ir and Heremon. 



THE EXPECTED OF IRELAND. 

* Ben-£dar. The ancient name of the hill of Howth. — ^The 
English, although as a Nation they might truly say with 
reference to Ireland, 

** Nee tecum possum vivere nee sine teJ' 

I cannot with thee live nor yet without thee. 

have ever been more ready to censure than to praise both our- 
selves and our country. This is a deplorable national failing, 
and one which a high minded and '^ thinking" people should 
be ashamed of, for to say the least, it is somewhat ungrateful. 
But it is hoped, that time may, in its own good season, overcome 
this rather ungenerous propensity. Our " Bulls'' and " Brogue" 
have always proved inexhaustible sources of merriment to our 
English frieuds, and even the simple sounds of our old language 
have been particularly obnoxious to their '* ears polite." Of 
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this a memorable instance remains on record. — ^* His Majestie 
(Charles II.) taking notice of the barbarous and uncouth names by 
which most of the townes and places in his Kingdom of Ireland 
are called, which hath occasioned much damage to divers of 
his good subjects, and are very troublesome in the use thereof, 
and much retards the reformacion of that Ringdome. For 
remedy thereof is pleased that it be enacted that the Ld. Lt. and 
Councell shall and may, advise of settle and direct, in the passing 
of all letters pattents in that Kingdome for the future, have new 
and proper names more suitable to the English tongue may be 
inserted with an alias for all Townes, Lands, and places, in 
that Kingdome, that shall be granted by letters pattents, which 
new names shall thenceforth bee the only names to be used." — 
This notable plan, however, failed, and the patentee regicides 
objected not to the Irish lands, because of their ** barbarous 
and uncouth names.** On the contrary, they resorted to every 
species of force, fraud, and perjury, to wrest them from the 
ancient possessors. On this subject the strange and unex- 
pected avowals of the late Earl of Clare,* who was Chancellor 
of Ireland when he made them, deserve particular attention. 



Hit lordship was descended from the old sept of the CUm-Gibboni, and was 
the best friend to the English interest in Ireland, that these latter times have 
produced. Against this clan our Irish bards have been bitterly invective. The 
following ftania is taken from a satirical poem written by Angus 0*Daly, called 

?ln5Uf n^ TK^Op, or the b&pb pu^^&h, about the year 1600. 

4|i iphuil y:c<^P3 Tk^ch b-c^ib Aip 3-cul, 
2lchc Y^c^^ps Ch|tioiT le cloinn 3hiobuin ; 
be^3 ^n bich ^ m-bach m^^fi c<(. 

The sternest pulse that heaves the heart to hate, 
Will sink o'erlaboured or with time abate ; 
But on the clan Fitz-Gibbon Christ looks down 
For ever with unmitigated frown — 
Did mercy shine ! their hearts envenomed slime. 
Even in fur beam, would quicken to new crime. 
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" It is impossible/' says he, "to defend the acts of set- 
tlement and explanation. Seven millions, eight hundred 
thousand acres of land were set out under the authority of 
this Act, to a motley crew of English adventurerSy civil 
and military, nearly to the total exclusion of the old in- 
habitants of the Island; many of whom, who were innocent 
of the rebelUon, lost their inheritance. A new colony of 
new settlers, composed of all the various sects which then 
infested England, Independents, Anabaptists, Seceders, Brown- 
ists, Socinians, Millenarians, and Dissenters of every descrip- 
tion, many of them infected with the leaven of democracy, 
poured into Ireland, and were put into possession of the ancient 
inheritance of its inhabitants : and I speak with gpreat personal 
respect of the men, when I state that a very considerable por- 
tion of the opulence and power of the Kingdom of Ireland, 
centers at this day in the descendants of this motley collection 
of English adventurers. The whole island has been confiscated, 
with the exception of the estates of five or six old families of 
Englbh blood. No inconsiderable portion has been confiscated 
twice, or perhaps thrice, in the course of a century. The situa- 
tion therefore of the Irish nation at the Revolution stands 
unparalleled in the history of the inhabited world/' Such were 
the novel statements made by this noble Earl, in the Irish House 
of Lords, on the 10th Feb. 1800, to induce a Legislative Union 
between Great Britain and Ireland. They are here introduced 
as forming a tolerable comment on our Jacobite Relics. After 



The following well known epigram is added, to enable the classical reader to 
judge between it and the foregoing production of the Irish bard : 

Vipera Cappadocem nocitura roomordit, at ilia 
Gustato periit sanguine Cappadocis. 

A viper bit a Cappadocian — fain 
Her curdling poison through him to distil. 
But the foiled reptile died — her victim's vein 
Had poison subtiler than her own to kill. 
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their perusal, the most prejudiced must hesitate, and, perhaps, 
even excuse the feelings so warmly expressed throughout these 
National effusions by our indignant bards. 

' ** O'er bright Sliev^na man and Knock Greny mil wake.*^ 
Two well known hills in Tipperary and Limerick. 



' '* When with Una her Donalds united again.'* 
By Una (Winifred) and Donald, were meant Ireland and 
the exiled Prince. 

* But the four great septs mentioned here, the bard intended 
to represent the whole body of the ancient Irish, who were 
ready to espouse the cause of '* The King." — ^<^c-con-)s/|<^p<^ 
in the original, should be fA^c [A6xh^h^m\\n^. The parti- 
cular acts of delinquency of the other personages named in 
this stanza, have not been ascertained. 

« " Then shall Sabia rejoice." 
By Sabia is meant Ireland. Our patriotic monarch Brian 
Boroimhe, had a daughter of that name. 

' ** The magical pillar where Garret lies sleeping.*' 
Garret Fitzgerald, the great Earl of Desmond, killed in 
1M2. He is supposed by the country people, even to this 
day, to be bound to an enchanted pillar in Lough Gur, a lake 
nine miles south of Limerick. They report, that at the end of 
every seven years he may be seen riding on the lake, mounted 
on an enchanted charger, and that when his horse's shoes, 
which are made of silver, shall be worn out, he will return to 
life, and destroy the enemies of Ireland. The story of this 
powerful Earl and his tragical end may be seen at large in our 
History. It may here be added, that Daniel Kelly, Queen 
Elizabeth's " well beloved subject and soldier," who cut off his 
head, was rewarded with a pension of £20. a year for that 
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service ; but he was soon after hanged at Tyburn. For such 
or the like services as those of Kelly, some few of the bribed 
and renegade Irish were graciously called the Queen's <' loving 
subjects/' but such or the like fate as that which he deservedly 
met withy generally terminated their labours and their lives. 



LAMENT OF THE GAEL. 

* The Gael — the ancient Irish. — In this fine ode the Bard 
has, with a master hand, introduced the most signal interven- 
tions of the Divine Power and Mercy, as examples to support 
his countrymen in their afflictions, and to inspire them with a 
hope of future deliverence. With these views he points out 
the preservation of Noah in the deluge; and of the Prophet 
Jooah in the deep; the passage of the Children of Israel 
through the Red Sea; the patience and Divine approval of 
holy Job; the penitence and pardon of Longinus; the great 
atonement of our Divine Redeemer, and the miraculous raising 
of Lazarus from the dead. This is one of the noblest pur- 
poses to which poetry can be applied, and is in perfect ac- 
cordance with the inspired effusions of holy writ. It is much 
to be regretted that the name of the bard has not survived, if it 
were only to lead to the recovery of any more of hb com- 
positions. 

» •* The Land of Con.'' 
Thb may either allude to the whole of Ireland, from the 
Monarch Con, who ruled early in the second century ; or to 
the northern half, called Leath Cuinn, from the division of the 
island between that Monarch and Eugenius king of Muaster, 
which will be found fully detailed in our Hbtories. 
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• THE PROPHECY OF BONN FIRINNEACH. 

Bonn has already been introduced to the reader, p. 129. 
Here he again appears in the character of a Prophet, with the 
title of Firinneach, or the truth teller, annexed to his name; 
but if his claim to that character may be judged of from the 
resnlt of his predictions in the present ode, it rests on very 
slender foundations. Not one of them has been fulfilled, 
although it must be confessed, that they have been conceived 
in a lofty and poetic strain, and delivered with a tone and 
decision not unworthy of one inspired. Of a far different 
nature was the following Prophecy of Brecan, one of our 
ancient saints, a venerable body of men, whom in this age of 
philosophy and refinement it is unfashionable to mention, 
except to deride their virtue and piety under the names of 
weakness and superstition. This prediction has been fulfilled 
in every point, centuries after it was delivered. 

M^TSV^i^ <^i|t -pe^^pAibh Cifte^nn, 
biibh u<^chAibh 6h Aip 3^ch cill, 
bubh u<^ch<^ibh \V\ |:o|tCpinn. 

Erin's white crested billow shall sleep on the shore. 
And it's voice shall be mute, while the spoilers glide o'er; 
And the stranger shall give a new priest to each shrine. 
And the sceptre shall wrest from her own regal line. 

< Owen O'Rahally the author of this ode has been already 
noticed in page, 124. 

' ** these wolves perJidimUf forsworn.^ 

Here again are meant the English adventurers. A bard 
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describing one of them, who seems to have been a scourge in 
the country, has the following stanza. — 

?ln Tii^b)t<^ <^IIA 3ibh TMOji ^ ii^iil, 
^1 bibh <^i3e <^chc <^en chu<^n ; 
^1 chi3 Ache Aen bhlAch <^iji <^n bpiy, 
'Jlichjiii' u<^ini bo luchc An Ainb):i|'. 

The wolf howls savagely, but seek his lair, 
One cub and one alone is nurtured there; 
The choaking bramble one lone blossom bears. 
Tell it abroad and let him hope who hears. 

The meaning is, that the individual in question, whom the 
bard has designated as a wolf, from his rapacity and cruelty, 
had but one son. Hence a hope is held out that the future 
ravages of the family would not be so great as if there was a 
numerous brood. 

* By the " Brickler'' was meant Prince James Francis 
Edward, son of James II. He was so called by the Irish 
bards, from the many reports industriously spread throughout 
England at the time of his birth, that he was a supposititious 
child, and amongst others that he was the son of a Brick- 
layer. 

^ " And the false ones that knelt not where Ood's own priests 
adored." 

With every respect for the Protestant Church of Ireland and 
its ministers, it has been doubted, whether the latter, as a body » 
really believed the doctrine which they professed. The best 
proof of conviction in religious opinions is an earnest endeavour 
to disseminate those opinions in order to bring people over to 
the truth. This has never been attempted by the Protestant 
divines in Ireland. On the contrary, every measure which could 
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render their doctrine odioiw, seems to have been studiously 
resorted to. Hence the words of our text. It may therefore 
be concluded, that as England is now a Protestant, and Scot- 
land a Presbyterian, country, so Ireland is, and ever will 
continue to be, pre-eminently Catholic. If space permit, some 
curious illustrations of the facts here stated may be gi?en. 



SHANE BUI. 

The air of this song is more generally known than the 
origin of its name. Shane Bui, means, literally, Yellow 
or Orange Jack, (the John Bull of former days,) there 
being no other word in Irish to express the latter colour. It 
was an appellation given by the Irish to the English followers 
of William III. in Ireland. Hence the term Orangemen. 



» SHEELA NA GUIRE. 

By the rhetorical figure Metonymy, this name is here put for 
Ireland. It has before appeared that Grana Uile, RaitiM 
Dubk, and several others have been<«imilarly used by the Irish 
Bards. The orthography, Sheela na Quire, is retained because 
it is better known than the literal translation of the original 
name, viz. Sheela (or Cecilia) O'Gara, and the poetical reader 
will immediately perceive the necessity in this instance for adopt- 
ing the common orthography and general mode of pronunciation. 
Sheela has been always esteemed one of our best political soogs, 
and may be pronounced at least equal to Colonel Mac Gillarry, 
which Mr. Hogg, no bad authority, considered as the best Jaco- 
bite song of Scotland. It seems to have been a favorite with 
the exiled Irish. The printed copy has been taken from one 
transcribed in France in the last century. The tune is lively 
and popular. 
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' '' On the heigkt ofLUgreny, cried Daniel (TMare:' ^ 
Lisg^ny is a well-known hill in the South of Ireland. Of 
the individual O'More, here named, 1 have not been able to 
trace any particulars. This distinguished Irish family has 
been already alluded to.— VoLl, p, 114. 



* '* O'Brien of Ara 



9> 



A branch of the great family of that name, descended from 
Brian Ruadh (y Brian prince of Thomond, who was expelled 
from his Territory in the early part of the fourteenth century, 
and settled in the district of Ara, in the N. W. part of the 
present County of Tipperary. This circumstance is fully de- 
tailed in the (^chiteim Coipbhe^^lbhi^iSh, or " Catalogue of 
the battles of Turlough, being valuable annals compiled in Irish 
by John Mac Craith, in 1459, containing an account of the wars 
of Thomond, from the landing of Henry II, to the year 
1319. A fine copy of thb scarce and curious work in the 
possession of the writer, will, he hopes, be published by a 
patriotic member of the O'Brien family, as an honorable record 
of the bravery of his countrymen and ancestors. 

5 " The laugh of her heart." 
This is literal, and according to the usual meaning of the 

word 5^i)t ; but it might also be rendered, a shout, rejoicing, 
burst of joy. 

• ^' When the Major, the gallant, the graceful, the hraveJ' 

The person here alluded to, and so highly extolled, is 
supposed to have been a member of the O'More family. 

' <^oimhiie<^l', more correctly ^^mhji^^y. 

• " wl^en i thinh of the wretch." 

Either Cromwell, or William III. The original, 5fiu<^5<^ch, 
however, seems to indicate the latter, as bearing on his per- 
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sonal defonnity. The affair of Glenco in Scotiand, and the 
subsequent Tiolation of the articles of Limerick, rendered him 
an object of aversion to the Irish. 



iGRANA WEAL. 

Or more correctly Orame UUe. Grace O'Maley, mother of 
Theobald, the first Viscount Mayo. Lodge, in his Irish 
peerage, informs us, that " Mac William" (whom Sir Henry 
Sidney, on 28 April, 1576, informed Queen Elizabeth he " found 
yerie sensible, though wanting the Englishe tongue, yet under- 
standing the Laiim") married Grana-na-Male daughter of 
Owen O'Maky of the Oules, an ancient Irish Chief, and widow 
of O* Flaherty, A lady much renowned among the natives of 
Conaught, who relate many adventures and remarkable actions 
of her courage and undaunted spirit, which she frequently per- 
formed on the sea.** — vol. iv. p. 235. — For a curious account of 
this famous Heroine, and her visit to Queen Elizabeth, see the 
Anikologia Hibemica, vol, ii. p, 1, and iii. p. 340. —Her name 
has been frequently used by our Bards, to designate Ireland. 
Hence our Countrvmen have been often called ** Sons of old 
Grana Weal." 

' This fine Jacobite relic was composed by John Mac 
Donnell, one of the most eminent of our modem Bards. He 
was bom in the year 1691, in O'Keefe's Country, near Char- 
leville, in the County of Cork, and was known by the name 
of ** Claraghf^ from the residence of his family, which was 
situate at the foot of a mountain of that name, between Char- 
leville and Mallow. The following account of this Bard is 
taken from O'Halloran's introduction to his History of Ireland. 
— '* Mr. Mac Donnell, a man of great erudition, and a profound 
Irish antiquarian and poet, whose death I sensibly feel, and 
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from whom, when a boy, 1 learned the rudiments of our lan- 
guage, constantly kept up this custom, (t. e. public sessions of 
the poets, at stated times, to exercise their genius.) He had 
made valuable collections, and was writing in his native tongue 
a history of Ireland ; but a long sickness prevented his finish- 
iDg this work. He proposed to some gentlemen in the County 
of Clare, to translate Homer into Irish ; and, from the speci- 
men he g^ve, it would seem, that this prince of poets would 
appear as respectable in a Gathelian as a Greek dress. But 
the death of the late Mac Namara put a stop to this attempt. 
This learned and worthy man died in the year 1751, near 
Charleville, and I have never since been able to find how his 
papers were disposed of, though I am told he left them to me,'' 
— ^Though grateful to Mr. O'Halloran for preserving even these 
few particulars, yet the feeling would be greater, had he saved 
the papers to which he has alluded. They could not have 
been confided to better hands, and there can be no doubt, but 
they were well worthy of preservation. 

The Bard was interred at the old church yard of Balljrslough, 
near Charleville, where the following inscription may be read 
on the humble flag that covers his remains. — 



IHS 

Johannes Me. Donald, cognominatns 
Cli^|i<^5h, vir vere Catholicns, et qnibus 
Unguis omatas, nempe Gneca, Latina et 
Hybernica : non Vulgaris Ingenii poeta, 
tumulatur ad hunc Cippum. obiit iEtatis 
Anno 63, Salutis 1754. 

Requiescat in pace. 



In a subsequent part of this volume will be found an Elegy 
written on his death. Many excellent productions of his, are 
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extant, composed in his native languagei which prove him to 
have been a man of genius and a poet. Although it may be 
considered presumptuous to compare an unknown Irish Bard, 
with the celebrated English poet of Twickeuham, yet the com- 
parison might be hazarded without much apprehension for the 
refult. In point of learning Mac Donnell was equal, and 
neither in genius, judgment, nor power of exquisite versification, 
was he inferior to Pope. If the latter had been an Irishman, 
and had written in the language of the country, it would be a 
matter of difficulty to determine, which would be entitled to 
tlie priae. But fortunately for his genius and his fame. Pope 
was bom at the right side of the channel Here, he would 
have been doomed, like our neglected Bard, to languish in 
obscurity, and perhaps never be heard of. That a translation 
of Homer into Irish was a bold undertaking, must be confessed, 
particularly when we consider the then political and literary 
state of the country. Such a work would have considerably 
enriched our national poetry, but the attempt proved, as might 
be expected, abortive ; while the English poet happily succeed- 
ed, even beyond his most sanguine expectations. If any part 
of the Irish version could now l>e recovered, it would at once 
enable us to judge of the merits of the translators, and the 
powers of their respective languages. The following descrip. 
tion of a hero, taken from one of the political poems of our 
Bard, beginning — ** Ci|Ti3h lem* slopch^^ibh ^ iwhop- 
fhliocc fyiilepui*,** is not inferior, in the original, to any pas- 
sage of the Iliad. — 

C<^ Conn 6&n me^^p niop&h<^ 30 copch<^rh<^ch, 30 cpe<^n- 

50 lioninh<^p, 30 lonnmh<^p, 30 le$3h<^nTnh<^p, lAfp^^p, 
le cemabh, le ccipnMch, le copm^^ch, le cp&ne, 
le r^^oTnbh, k rlSi3hnbh, le ceolc<^ibh c&ch<^. 
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To crush the strong — the resolute to quell, 
Daun* sweeps the battle-field , a deadly spell ; 
Begirt with hosts, a terrible array; 
Blood paints his track ~ and havock strews his way — 
The Lion's courage, and the Light'ning's speed. 
His might combines — from each adventurous deed. 
With haughtier swell dilates the Conqueror's soul ; 
Like Tolum'd thunders deepening as they roll — 
Bards from his prowess learn a loftier song— 
And glory lights him through the ranks along. 

In politics, Mac Donnell was a " rank" Jacobite, and on 
more occasions than one he saved his life by hasty retreats from 
his enemies, the Bard-hunters. He moreover inherited all the 
hatred of his race for the " Saxon Churls." The treatment of 
the brave Irish General, Mac Donnell, better known by the 
name of Mac A llistrum, (whose march is yet remembered in 
Munster,^ of our poet's name and family, who was basely 
murdered in 1647, at Knockrinoss, near Mallow, by the troops 
of the brutal renegade, Inchiquin, helped to embitter the poet's 
mind against the English. His muse never seemed so delight- 
ed as when holding them up to the scorn and derision of his 
Countrymen. His poem on James Dawson is a chef cTcewre 
in the bitter and sarcastic style. Among other productions, 
the present verses to the air of Grana Uiie, and the " Lament," 
which follows, have been always admired. It may be neces- 
sary here to observe, that a custom prevailed among our 
modern bards, to supply stanzas, particularly of a political 
nature, for the finest national tunes ; and these compositions, 
in general, supplanted the older words, which fell into disuse 
and were soon forgotten. This was the case with respect to 
Grana Uile. The original words of this far-famed song I have, 
however, recovered, and here present them to the Irish reader. 

* Leopold Count Daun, Field Marshal. This was written before he was 
appointed to the command of the Austrian Armies. 
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*y i e^\\iMA^bh me <^3 5jiu<^3<^ch nA h-&ilne A [K^eifi, 

'U'r bob<^ti|t$ ! bobA|tp$ ! 5iiKinne |7lh<^gl ! 
bob<^liji$ ! bob^^pji^ ! ^ '^li^mne chleibh' ! 

^*X wiun<^ bh-ip^3h we le bo3<^bh t c^ me p&bh ! 

Chuip m^ ^nn ysiobol i, 5n<^'^"e |7lh<^R ; — 
yh<^oil me nJ^'ji T3um<^ji<^ch 3pi^bh mo chl&bh : — 
*lliji ip'ioT3<^ilc <^n bop<^i|- le f^mne <^n lA€, 
bhibh cullAch 't An mullAch <^iji 5hp<^mne |7lh<^^l. 

'H'X bob<^ti|i$ ! bob<^itii$ A Shji^mne |7lhAel ! 

bob^^ppJ ! bob<^|i[i$ ^ 5^|ii<inne chl&bh' ! 

bob^^pjio 1 bob<^itp$ ! 5n^i"^c |7lh<^6l ! 

Ti'x mun<^ bh-y^sh me le bo3<^bh 1 1& mg peibh ! 



Another relic of early Jacobite soQg, the Drimin dubk, O ! 
may not improperly accompany the foregoing. Under that 
name, by rather a forced allegory, was meant James Charles 
Edward. — 
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71 bhitoimm bhuibh bhiliy, A i^coich fhTo6<^ fk^ ni6n*, 
Ci( bh-ipuil 6o TYihuina|i, ni An Tii<^ijie<^nn p<^b be6bh ? 
Ci^ X\6Jb Ann fnA bisibh fince -pAoi An bh-|!6b 
^3 tuil le ]ti3h y^AmAT bo cHisheAchc Ann |-A' 3-cop^inn. 

6& bh-|:A3hAinn-p ceAb Adibhnif no jiAbhApc Aip An 

3-coji$inn. 
ChpiAll|:Ainn 30 f AcTAn b'olbhche A't bo lo, 
'Us ptibhAl bosA A'j- cutniAishche Asuf fleibhce bubhA 

ce$ibh, 
^0 30 finn-peAji Aip b|iunfiAibh An bftt^imin bhuibh i \ 

&iA bo bheAchA bo'n m-bAile A &h|ioimin bhuibh i ! 
bAbh whAich bo chuib bAinne A'f bA mhiliy le h-il, 
60 chA^n-pnn bo leAcA A'f bo chtim cAilce wAji po]*, 
'H'X bo mhAlAipc itT bheAn-pAb A &hitonnin bhuibh ! 

In Conaught, the following inferior fragment is sometimes 
heard. We cannot add, cetera deflenda sunt. 

6'eijii3h we -pcnn Aip mAibin b^ 66mhnAich, 

^*|- -puAip we wo bhituiwin bubh b&ibhce 1 b-poll w6nA, 

5h|ieAb we nA bAfA A*|- chuip we nA 3;{^|ichA, 

"^Aoi wo &h|iuiwin buibh bhUii*, sAn A leA3Ainc fl&n bAw, 

Ofii A &h|iuiwin bubh, o|i$, 

Wx A 6h|iuiwin bubh bhilij- 30 w-bT cO fU^n. 

VOL. !!• i« 
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' '' HU revenge' amnoi ileep and hU guardi will not /lee.** 
The origiDal does not, perhai^y warraat the above expressioDi 

which might be considered an invidious allusion to the desertion 

of General Hamilton's infantry, at the Boyne. 

* *' The SooiB, the true Seoti" 

This may allude to the ancient name of the Irish, or more 
likely to their fidelity to James, in opposition to the treachery 
of the Scots to his father. 

^ ^'Tbe Irish scholar who thinks this version over wrought, 
may be better satisfied with — 

*' The hmg-gorg^d adventurer shaUpinef&r a meal^ 

hungry and hauteieufram Ghana WeaU'—T. 



' CLARACH'S LAMENT. 

This excellent Jacobite song has been alluded to in the notes 
to the last. It was written to the popular air of ** The white 
Cockade," but the reader, or rather the singer, will easily per- 
ceive that the time must be slow, and the expression, almost 
throughout, pathetic. The Scotch claim the air, as '' My 
gallant braw John Highlandman." 

' This was an epithet of opprobrium in frequent use with the 
Jacobites, and applied by them to the House of Hanover, by 
a mal-pronunciation of the family name of that Royal stock. 

' This comparison of the youthful chevalier to the reoowoed 
heroes of Irish lore, from whom he was descended, is peculiarly 
happy, and was well calculated to excite feelings of sympathy 
in hb favour. A French writer, describing the prince and his 
sister, nher allodbg to the opinioa of Plato* that " the soul 
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frames iU owo habitatioD, and that beautiful souls make to 
themselves beautiful bodies," says, ** on both their counte- 
nances were divinely mingled the noble features and lineaments 
of the Stuart's and the D*£ste's, and beauty triumphed over 
both, with this only difference, that in him it was more strong 
and masculine, as becoming his sex ; in her more soft and ten- 
der, as suiting with hers; in both excellent and alike." Our 
bard's description of the young Prince has been much admired. 



* THE FAIR HILLS OF IRELAND. 

^* Sure,'' says Spenser, '* it is a most beautiful and sweet 
Country as any under Heaven." ** Once," adds Johnson, 
" the seat of sanctity and learning." <' A land," says our 
illustrious Grattan, " for which God has done so much, and 
man so little." 

* <' This indeed is a Country worth fighting for," exclaimed 
William III. when the beauties of the Golden Vale, in Kil- 
kenny, burst on his astonished view ; *' and worlh defending," 
replied one of his veteran opposers, who happened to be pre- 
sent. Yet, with a pusillanimity wholly incompatible with the 
character of the brave, William poured down his weightiest 
vengeance on the heroic defenders of that very Country, for no 
other crime than acting on the principle, that it was worth 
fighting for. This was the grand political error which intailed 
incalculable evils on these Islands for more than half a century 
alter. It strengthened Catholic France, and enervated Protes- 
tant England, the latter expending millions to uphold a tribe 
of reformed ascendency men in Ireland to oppreu the defence- 
less Catholics. With reference to William, I will not stain my 
page by noticing the tecret services for the profligate grants of 
this land " worth fighting for," made by him to his Dutch 
favourites, although on that dark subject, some documents 

l2 



148 NOTES. 

might be adduced, as curious as any that Buraet had recourse 
to, when he wrote the suppressed passages of his history. — 
See RmakU gemune Editim, Oxf. 1823. 

' '* Hofoe wrung rehu:ia$U praue$Jrom ike foe.'* 
** Cursed be the laws which deprive me of such subjects,'* 
cried George II. when he heard of the bravery of the Irish 
Catholic exiles at Fontenoy. This and a few other indications 
of humane feeling in that Monarch for the political degradation 
of the Catholics of Ireland, induced one of their bards to 
attempt his praise in English, as follows. — 

3tt^&h mo chpoibhe my own King George, 

1*11 toss off his health in a bumper at large. 

By the Cross of Saint Patrick he's so very civil. 

That the French and the Spaniards may go to the Devil. 

However ludicrous this Irish attempt at English versification 
may appear, yet the sentiment which it endeavours to convey is 
one that deserves the serious attention of our rulers. 



1 THE EXPULSION OF SHANE BUI. 

A sensible Scotch writer used to say, that if the composition 
of the songs of a country were left to him, he cared not who 
made its laws. Hence Lord Wharton boasted, that he rhymed 
King James out of Ireland by the old Williamite ballad 
Lilliburlero : and Bishop Percy noticing that song in his Re- 
liques of ancient English poetry, (where, by the bye, within the 
compass of a few lines, this Christian Divine found room for the 
hacknied terms ** furious papist, bigotted master, violence of 
his administration," &c.) quotes his brother prelate. Bishop 
King, to shew that it *^ contributed not a little to the great 
revolution of 1G88!" The effects, real or Oancied, thus 
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ascribed to these droggrel rhymes, (which were writteo by the 
aathor of the ** Irish Hudibras/') may enable the reader to 
form aD idea of the influence which our Jacobite songs must 
have had on the people of Ireland. Clothed in the language 
of the Country, which was always regarded and still is cherish- 
ed with national enthusiasm, and addressed to the religious and 
political feelings of the multitude, these songs helped, in no 
small degree, to counteract the effects even of the penal laws. 
They were transmitted from sire to son, and imprinted on the 
memory with nearly the same degree of reverence as the doc- 
trines of Christianity. Hence the Catholics and Protestants 
were as much separated and prejudiced against each other in 
Ireland, as were the Israelites and Egyptians in Egypt, under 
the rule of Pharoah. 

The present song, which promised the expulsion of the sas- 
sanagh Shane Bui, was, for that reason, a general favourite. 
It is said to have been composed by Ellen Quilty, a fair 
Munster Lady, but this was probably a nom-de-guerre, 
assumed by some bard to avoid detection. 



J JOHN O'DWYER OF THE GLEN. 

Josephus, in the seventh book of the Jewish war, relates, that 
after the profanation of the Temple of Jerusalem by the 
Romans, the voices of Guardian Angels were heard in the 
dead of the night, crying out through its inmost recesses, 
M%raQat9UfU9 Errit/Oi* '* let US depart hence." — So, in the seven- 
teenth century, when ](reland was subdued, more by clerical 
cabal and treachery, than by the arms of Cromwell, a similar 
cry was heard throughout the devoted land, from the brave, 
betrayed, and deserted Irish leaders, who until then had been 
the guardian spirits of the country. One of these was Colonel 
John O'Dwyer, a distinguished officer who commanded in the 
Counties of Waterford and Tipperary, in 1661, and soon after 
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embarked at the former port with dOO of his faithful follofrert 
for Spain. — Original Irish Privy Council Bookj 1651—^. Oa 
the occasion of his departure the present fine ode was compoaedi 
and it has ever since continued a general favourite, being well 
known in every part of Ireland. The air b an excellent speci- 
men of our plaintive music. The opening of the first stansa 
describes the peaceable state of the country before the troubles, 
when a portentous calm prevailed, like the silence of death, or the 
awful stillness which generally precedes a hurricane, or the burst- 
ing of a volcano. The remainder of the stanza alludes to the 
ravages of the war. By the woman mourning over her geese* 
was meant Ireland lamenting her exiles, who were called 
3ei&h ipiA6h<^in ** wild geese," because, like these birds " they 
flocked together in concert,'' and made their annual emig^tioii 
for foreign shores. The cutting down of the woods indicated 
the downfall of the ancient families. By the playful goat» 
mentioned in the second stanza, I should suppose was meant 
some Irish nobleman or leader, or probably, the lascivious 
exiled King himself, Charles II. 

The description of the havoc by the enemy, and the desola- 
tion of the country, is throughout conceived in a high strain of 
poetical feeling. 

At the period to which this poem relates, the animosity of 
the English against their Irish fellow subjects had reached its 
greatest height. Before this time horrible acts of atrocity af>e, 
no doubt, recorded, but they were in general local, or confined 
for the most part to individual tyranny ; but never until now 
was the whole population of England simultaneously arrayed 
in deadly enmity against the Irish.' A plan was proposed is 
the English Cabinet, dooming ** the entire Irish race to exile or 
death, and Colonizing the Country with Jews. It was not 
humanity which checked this plan, but an apprehension that 
the chosen people of God would rival in commerce their 
Christian colleagues." — Ru9$eWi latlert by IhMgg. Thb 
national frenzy was gradually and artfully excited by a few 
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deaigniBg meo, who afterwards richly profiited by Ihis mad- 
neM of the many. Amongiit other matters tfaey represented the 
Irish as not entitled to the common rights of humanity ; that, 
in faety like IVebuchodonozor, they partook of the nature of the 
beasts of the field, having natural hoofs and horns like their 
master, the devil; and that a tail was no uncommon ap{>endage 
to an Irishman's breech. The present generation will hardly 
believe, that stories like these were then received with implicit 
credit in England. In the poem of Hudibras we are told that 



-tails by nature sure were meant 



As well as beards, for ornament. 

To this passage there occurs, in Nash's edition of that poem, 
the feilowiog note. " At Ca:»hel, in the County of Tipperary, 
in Carrick Patrick church, (the cathedral on the rock of 
Cashel,) stormed by Lord Inchiquin in the civil wars, there 
were near 700 pat to the sword, and none saved but the Mayor's 
wife and his son. Among the slain of the Irish were found, 
when stripped, divers that had tails near a quarter of a yard 
long. Forty soldiers, who were eye-witnesses, testified the 
same upon their oaths." — It is to be regretted that the names of 
these forty eye-witnesses were not given, as it is not unlikely 
but some of them might be traced among the famous ghost de* 
positions of 1641, now carefully preserved in Trinity College, 
Dublin. Their evidence, however, with respect to the tails 
had all the effect that was proposed. It was as firmly believed 
by the vulgar English of that day, as Johanna Southcot's 
Shiloh is expected by many of the same class at the present. 
Accordingly in the very year (1647) in which Cashel was 
stormed, a book was published in London, which ran through 
seyeral editions, recommending the indiscriminate murder of the 
Irish, without mercy. The following extract from this horrid 
book has few pareUels among the most sanguinary records of 
mankind. — '' These /rttft, anciently called Anihopopkagi, 
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iiiaii*eaten: have a traditioD among them, that when the DeTill 
shewed our Saviour all the Ringdomes of the Earth and their 
glory, that he would not shew him Ireland, but reserved it for 
himself: it is probably true, for he hath kept it ever since for 
his own peculiar; the old Fox foresaw that it would eclipse 
the glory of all the rest : he thought it wisdom to keep it for a 
Boggards for himself, and all his unclean spirits employed in 
this Hemisphere, and the people, to doe hiM son and heire, I 
mean the Pope, that service for which Lewis the eleventh kept 
his barber Oliver, which makes them so blood-thirsty. They 
are the very offiall of men, Dregges of mankind, reproache of 
Christendome, the Bots that crawle on the Beasts taile. I 
wonder Rome itself is not ashamed of them. 

" I begge upon my hands and knees, that the expedition 
against them may be undertaken while the hearts and hands of 
our soul-diery are hot, to whom I will be bold to say brieOy : 
Happy is he that shall reward them as they have served us : 
and cursed be be that shall doe that work of the Lord negli- 
gently ! Cuned be he thai holdeih back his stpordfrom blood!!! 
yea. Cursed be he that makeih not his sword starke drunk with 
Irish blood!!! that doth not recompense them double for their 
hellish treachery to the English ! that maketk tkem not l^/eaps 
upon heaps! ! and their Country a dwelUng-place for Dragons, 
an astonishment to Nations ! Let not that eye look for pity, 
nor that hand to be spared, that pities or spares them ! and lei 
him be accursed, that curseth tkem not biiterfy!!!** 

Within less than two years after this worse than Turkish 
manifesto, Cromwell landed in Ireland, with 10,000 men, all 
breathing slaughter. They soon made their swords ** starke 
drunk with Irish blood," and the awful results have been well 
described by our Bards. 

As a relief from this appalling subject, I turn to our poem, of 
which I present the Irish reader with an additional stanza. 
There are many inferior verses current as part of it, but the 
following are, perhaps, among the best. — 
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i)'6li:<^inn-ii sambhe, le mn^ibh bjiej^sh *fK^ yinne, 

*X 111 V^PP '"^ ^^P ^^ Tl^inirpinn, le b^jijK^ibh mo Tti^tt, 

Co|i$inn ^itiAmh n^ TSillinn, ni bhe<^|tn<^ibh me 6he chjium- 

Tichz t&3e<^nn bo plleAbh m^^p bhituchb ^^ip <^n bh-i:$u|i. — 
'4loiT 6 d^ mS <^3 imche<^chc, 't 3<^n n-6<^n 6<^mhT^ -pll^bh, 
|Vlo 6h^ 5h<^6h<^ipin oinich^ -jp^^sy^^ibh me <^'m bheish, 
Xuk mn<^ibh <^3ut lembh <^3 Sub ^^suf <^nn iom<^bh, 
"^Sjj^ibh me-p <^Ti c-feils <^iji ^n <^ic <^c<^ v^n. 



1 B£SID£ THE 8UIR. 

This fine River has been the theme of many a song. In the 
present allegorical poem the genius of Ireland appears on its 
banks, predicting *' in sweet accents" the coming of the 



>" hero, to sweep from the coast 



The mthless, false-hearted heretical host." 

No liberal, or well informed Protestant of the present day 
can be surprised at these strong expressions of the past, if 
he call to hb recollection the cruel persecutions which the Irish 
suffered, and the sweeping confiscations of their estates since 
the days of Elizabeth. Until a recent period, arms and penal 
laws were the principal instruments of the Reformation in 
Ireland. With us it literally became the " holy faith of Pike 
and Gun." Is it then to be wondered at that this faith made 
no progress in Ireland, or that the people have expressed 
themselves of it and its professors in the language of our poem ? 
Respect for the sacred name of religion and its ministers, of 
whatever denomination, here prevents serious developements, 
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from original dooummits, od this Mibject, which would fully 
jofltify these expressions, and shew that they were not the result 
of bigotry, but were wrung from an oppressed and persecuted 
people. No such feeling, however, exists towards the unprin- 
cipled legislature that left these defenceless victims bound and 
prostrate at the mercy pf their fanatical foes. The ** ferocious" 
laws against the Catholics of Ireland, so strikingly resemble 
those imposed by the Mahomedan Caliph Omar, on the Chris- 
tians of Jerusalem, when he captured that city in 637, that, if 
the spirit of persecution were not always the same, it might be 
supposed that the Irish Parliament had the Moslem restrictions 
in view, when framing those laws. — See the History of the 
Turks for the following Articles, and the History of the Irish 
penal laws for more copious comments. 

1st. " That the Chrutuau (Hibemic^ CaihAia) shall build no 

new churches, and that Moslenu (Hib. Protestant$) shall be 

admitted into them at all times." 

[See the Irish Statute Book for similar restrictions. — ^Tbe 
writer has frequently conversed with M. people who 
attended the celebration of Divine Service, amid the 
ruins of DK>na8teries and in lonely vallies and subter- 
raneous caverns; and during its performance, it was 
usual to place a watch on the next adjoining eminence, 
to give warning of the approach of the Priest and Mass- 
hunters.] 
fad. ** They shall not prevent their children or friends from 

professing Iglamiwrn (Hib. ProieituiUiim) or read the JSTonm 

<Hib. BMe) themselves." 

[Even in tiie present year, 1827, a hot persecution is being 
carried on by high church landlords in many parts of 
Ireland, against the poor tenants, for not sending their 
ekiidren to Protestant schools.^ As to reading in any 
shape, the Catholics were effectually deprived of that 
advantage, for all education was denied them. — See the 
several Acts against Popish schoolmasters.] 
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3nl. *<They shall ^rect no croAMfl on their ehmrokei (Hib. 
ckapeb) and only toll, not ring their bells." 

[See the Irish Statute Book.— ^Oroesee erected on Catholic 
cfaa{)elB in Ireland have been repeatedly prostrated 
ac<^ording to law. — As to ringing or toUing bells, either ' 
was early prohibited, and wholly unknown until of late 
years.] 
4tb. " They shall not wear the Arab-dress, ride upon saddles, 

[The dren (Hib. rmg*) of the lower orders, (or according 
, to tbeir own phrase " the poor slayes") in Ireland, has 
become proverbial for its wretchednessi Their motly, 
and miserable appearance in this respect, once induced a 
witty foreigner to ask, if the English bad not sent over 
all their old clothes to be worn by the Irish. — No Catho- 
lic dare ride a horse worth £5., and as for a $addle, that 
^ luxury was so rarely enjoyed, that its prohibition was 
considered altogether useless.] 
5th. '* They shall pay the highest deference to the MuisulnumM 
(Hib. Proteitants) and entertain all travellers for three days 
gratis." 

[As for Catholic d/rfermiee to Protestants generally, from a 
single example «{fSoe onmt a. — In the town of Galway, 
the great majority of the Inhabitants was always Catholic, 
yet not one of them durst enter an open public building 
there, called the Exchange, with his hat on ; nay more, 
whiie in it, he should renain uncovered, in the presence of 
his bonneted PkxAesCant neighbour, as an acknowledge 
ment of his defermee to him, and of his respect for the 
'' glorious" constitution. This degrading observance 
was strictly enforced, until James Daly (the grand- 
Mber of the present member of the name for that county, 
and who was himsetf a Protestant gentleman of consider- 
able iii#nence in the town,) pnt an end to it, about the 
commencement of the last reign. He walked arm in arm. 
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through the forbidden building, with a Catholic, who he 
insbted should be covered, at the same time declaring his 
determination to punish any insolent bigot, who, for the 
future, should attempt to enforce the above humiliating 
mark of distinction. The spirited conduct of that gentle- 
man, on this occasion, secured for him and his de- 
scendants the corporate influence in the town, and the 
parliamentary representation of the county ; and even to 
this day it is remembered by the Catholics with feelings of 
gratitude. -> The remainder of the Moslem article is inap- 
plicable, for it was never necessary to enforce katpitaliiy 
in Ireland, where even the poorest of the poor willingly 
share their little store with the travelling stranger and the 
dbtressed. But the tyranny exercised in this respect over 
such Catholics as were suffered to reside in corporate 
towns, is worthy of remark. They were almost exclu- 
sively forced, under the hilUHng regulations, to enter- 
tain the military, and it may be added gratis, for the 
pretended remuneration allowed them, generally proved 
nominal.] 
6th. '' They shall not sell wine or any intoxicating liquor." — 
7th. "They shall pay a capitation tax, of two dinars each, 
submit to an annual tribute, and become subjects of the 
caliph." 

Conunent on these last, and only remaining articles, is omitted, 
to introduce the concessions made by the Mahomedan Chief, in 
return for the above restrictions. — '' The Christians shall be 
protected and secured both in their laws and fortunes; and 
their churches shall neither be pulled down or made use 
of by any but themselves." — In vain do we seek for con- 
cessions like these to the unfortunate Irish Catholics. Such 
lenity was too much for them even to expect at the hands of 
their fellow Christians, and they were content, if barely suffered 
to exist. May it not therefore be asserted, that the Moslem 
rulers of the seventh century, have been more observant of the 
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dictates of justice and humanity, and approached nearn* in 
their practice to the divine maxims of the Christian &ith, 
than the Irish Parliament of the eighteenth. The remain- 
der of this appalling picture is left to the imagination of the 
reader : — but it diould never be foi^otten that the Christian of 
Jerusalem, in imitation of his Divine Master, freely forgave his 
enemies and prayed for them. To the Irish Catholic we would 
say, " Go thou and do likewise," — The day of persecution has 
gone by, and a hope remains (notwithstanding some cAtmertcoi 
reformation endeavours now in progress,) that the mild spirit 
of the gospel may at length reviut this island, and that the 
people of all religious denom in aliens, without distinction of 
sect or party, may finally forget their differences, and cordially 
unite in promoting the prosperity of the Country, and uphold- 
ing the glory of the Empire. 

To return to our poem, I find it was composed by Owen 
O'SolIiTan, a Munster bard, who died at Knockanure, in the 
County of Kerry, about the year 1784. lie has indulged 
much in compound epithets of which the Irish language is lo 
capable, but of which it was found impoasible to convey any 
idea in an English version. This may account lo the reader for 
the apparent disproportion in length between the translation 
and the original. 



ON THE DOWNFALL OF THE GAEL. 

1 Fearflatha O'Gnive, the author of this ode, was family 
OtiotMA, or poet laureat of the O'Nials of Claneboy, and ba 
formed one of the train of the celebrated Shane a Diomas, 
(or the proud) O'Nial, prince of Ubter, who visited the court 
of Elizabeth, in 1662. Camden describes O'Nial's appearance 
on thatoccauon, and tells us, " the Londoners marvelled much 
at (he Strange sight." He was attended by Mac Sweeny the 
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Captain of hb guard, Mac Caffiy bis hereditary staadard 
bearer, O'Gallagher his Marshal, (yOnive his poet, and several 
other officers. The O'Cnives continued hereditary poets of 
Tyrone for a long period. In 1670, Lbuyd mentions the then 
bard of the name, from whom he informs us, he acquired an 
ancient Irish writing. — Siifwe Cat. Vol. 1, p. 89. — In 0*Conor's 
Dissertations will be found an £nglish prose translation of part 
of the present poem. The original was addressed principally 
to the Native Chieftains, whose tottering and degraded state, 
and horrible persecutions during the reign of £lizabeth, are so 
powerfully portrayed. O'Gnive may be considered as the 
T3rrtaeus not only of Ulster, but of Ireland. His poems, 
particularly the present, had no small in6uence in exciting 
O'Nial to carry fire and sword through the North, and rousing 
the ancient Irish nobility to arms against their oppressors in 
the other parts of the kingdom. 



« " He uwrd went forth:* 



The proclamations of the Lord Justice Sussex, in 1569, 
against the Catholic Clergy, and to compel the people, under 
heavy fines, to frequent the new reformation service, are 
here alluded to. Of all the measures ever adopted, and there 
were many, to alienate the minds of the Irish from the English 
government, this pious solicitude for the safety of their souls, 
always proved the most effectual. Our ancestors, it seems, 
wished to go to heaven their own way, but that would not be 
permitted. The queen declared herself paramount over the souls 
of the Irish as well as their bodies, and this prerogative has been 
since stiffly maintained, formerly by the sword, and afterwards 
hy penal laws, even to the present day. In the coinmence- 
aeat of the reign of James the first, the principal charge 
brought against a refractory Irishman in Cork was, that *< he 
swore an othe not to be governed by any Kinge, but such as 
should give him the libertie of his conscience.'' — Orig. M8. in 
the lAhrary of the Ro^l iruk Academy, JhtbHrn. 
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' ^* An hour may come, 



y> 



So odious did the settlers render tbemselTes on every occa- 
sion to the Irish, that, in process of time, all distinction was 
lost between an £ng1i^man and an enemy. In< fact the teroui 
became s3monynious. The people exulted in the misfortunes 
of England, and its destruction, or downfall, was always looked 
forward to with a hope which consoled them under every afflic- 
tion. This forced, but justifiable feeling, was carefully kept 
alive by the bards. The following stanza, is one out of thou- 
sands which might be produced to that effect — 

60 cbpMT3<^ip <^n y<^^M ly T^&6 ^11 s^och im^p |tih^I^ 
'UlAT^p^^nn, f e^^T^p, *T ^ wheb pn ^ bhi6h x\6^ b-p<^ipc 5 
C<^ <^n ce<^fnh<^ip n<^ -p^p, <^Y i:euch <^ti qtoibhe iiK^p c<^, 
W'T n<^ f <^CT<^Ti<^i3h -p&i 60 b-yeibip 30 -pipuishbif Ik^t,^ 

The world subdued ~ like chaff before the blast 
The host of Csesar — Alexander — past, — 
Proud Tarah's site is green — and Troy's in dast. 
And England's hour may come — remembering, trust. 

^ '' The plough hath patsed each haiiowed mmmd. 
Where tage* weighed a nation^* right J* 
This passage is explained by the following extract, taken 
from an Irish Privy Council Book of Queen Elizabeth, pre- 
served in Dublin Castle. — " Articles betwixt the Counsell of 
Ireland and Sir John O'Reyley, knt. of the co.of Cavan, com- 
monly called the Breney, alias O'Reilie's countrie, the 28th of 
Aug. ki the 25th year of the Queen's reign. — Item, he shall 
not assemble the Queen's people upon hills, or use any Iraghtes 
or paries upon bills. — He shall not keepe any Irish Brahons, or 
suffer the Irish Brahon's lawes to be used within his countrie. 
— He ^all not take Earyckes or recompeuces for murther or 
killinge, or suffer any other under him to take the like. — He 
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shall not give comberick to any gent, or Lordes' men, children 
or breiheni that shall happen to offend against the Queen s 
lawes. — He shall not levy any black rent. — He shall not use, 
ne keepe within his house, any Irishe Barde, Carroghe or 
Rymor, but to the uttermost of hb power help to remove them 
from his conntrie."— From the orig. MS, A. D, 1584. 



5 <« 



Tu England aU.'*- 



A century after this period, Lawrence boasted, that Ireland 
might be called west £ngland. The statement was, however, 
fijlacious. It is not so yet, and unless the policy materially 
change, ages may roll round before it can be so. Ireland has 
been rendered a paralyzed limb on the empire, but sufficient 
nerve remains, by which, in some frenzied or convulsive mo> 
ment, it may inflict a sudden and deadly wound on the body 
which it ought to protect, support, and adorn. May this awful 
truth sink deep in the minds of those who have it yet in their 
power to avert so dreadful a retribution. 

* ''. Banba no more her Bons can trace 

InfaUmg heart and feeble hand** 
The atrocities committed by the £nglish in Ireland, in the reign 
of Elizabeth, are frequently alluded to by our bards and histo- 
rians, but the descriptions in most are too general, because the 
acts were too numerous to admit of particular detail. " When," 
says our distinguished countryman, Curran, (whose talented 
Son's translations enrich these volumes,) " you endeavour to 
convey an idea of a great number of barbarians, practising a 
great variety of cruelties upon an incalculable multitude of 
sufferers, nothing defined or specific finds its way to the heart, 
nor is any sentiment excited save that of a general erratic un- 
appropriated commiseration.*' For the purpose therefore of 
conveying a definite idea of the actions, described in general 
terms in our poem, a single instance out of many which might 
be collected, may suffice. — 
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Francis Cosby, a person of slender fortune in £ngland, be- 
took himself to Ireland as an adventurer, in the reign of Queen 
Mary. He directed his course to the territory of Leix, recently 
converted into Shire-ground by the name of the Queen's 
County, and the scene of the horrid massacre of Mullamast. 
Haying recommended himself to the attention of the chief 
governor, he was, by patent dated 10 Sept. 1558, appointed 
" general" of the " Kerne," as the then police was called, 
after the ancient Irish foot-soldiers. Of these, *^ General" 
Cosby had 32 under his immediate command, and with their 
assistance, he performed prodigies of valour against the de- 
fenceless natives, on whom he was authorized to exercise 
Martial law, and inflict capital punishment, at pleasure. The 
gallows became his favourite implement of death, as the 
cheapest mode of despatching the surrounding proprietory, and 
he, accordingly, had one erected near his house in the neigh- 
bourhood of Stradbally Abbey, .upon a spot, to this day called 
Gallows-hill. Here he kept up a continual scene of execution 
for many years, hanging the people in numbers, and not unfre- 
quently suspending them alive in chains, with loaves of bread 
placed before them, in order to render their death more painful. 
These necessary severities, as they were called, became a sure 
passport to the further favourable notice of government ; and Sir 
Henry Sydney, Lord Deputy, in his State papers, reported, that 
it was needless to make Leix Shire- ground, so great and success- 
ful was the care of Francis Cosby and some others, in preserving 
the public tranquillity; but the Deputy might have added, 
in the quaint pedantry of his day, ubi solitudinem faciunt 
tranquillitatem appellant. The tranquillizer, however, was 
richly rewarded for his " zeal and services against the Irish," 
by several grants of lands in the new Shire-ground, made to 
him and his wife, Elizabeth Palmes, by the Queen. Having 
reached the age of 70 years, he was at length slain by the 
natives, in a battle of which Camden gives the following 
account, in his life of Queen Elizabeth.—'' When Arthur, 

VOL. II. M 
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Lord Grey, landed in Ireland to take possesBion of the lieu- 
tenancy, before he received the sword and other insignia of bis 
office^ hearing that some rebels, under the command of Fitz- 
Eustace and Phelim Mac Hugh, prince of the numerous fieunily 
of the O'Bimes, were committing great outrages and had their 
retreat at Glandillough, 25 miles south of Dublin, to strike 
greater terror by a vigorous beginning, he commanded the 
leaders of the band, who came from every quarter to salute 
him on his arrival, to collect a body of troops, and go along 
with him against the rebels, who immediately retreated into 
Glandillough. Glandillough is a grassy valley, fit for feeding 
sheep, but a great part of it marshy, with many rocky precipices 
and surrounded with thick* shrubby woods, so that the paths 
and passes are scarce known even to the inhabitants. When 
the army came to this place, Cosby, general of , the light Irish 
foot, which are called Kernes, who was thoroughly acquainted 
with the place, apprised the rest of the leaders how very dan- 
gerous it would be to attack them in that valley, so fit for 
ambuscades; nevertheless he expected them with the most 
manly courage to dare the danger, and immediately, although 
be was above 70 years old, rushed forward with the rest of 
them. The iniitant they entered the valley they were over- 
whelmed with a shower of arrows like hail, from the rebels, 
who were hid in every side among the thickets, so that they 
could not even see them. The greater part fell, and the re- 
mainder struggling through the most difficult paths on the pre- 
cipices, with difficulty escaped to the Lord- lieutenant, who 
waited for the event on the top of the hill, together vrith the 
Earl of Kildare, and Wingfield, engineer general, who, well 
knowing the danger, kept one of his nephews, George Carew 
with him, against his will, reserving him for still greater honors. 
There were lost in this attack, Peter Carew the younger, 
George Moore, Audley, and Cosby himself, a man flourishing 
in military glory." 

Francis Cosby left three sons, Henry who died in England, 
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Arnold who was exeeuted in 1600^ for killing Lord Bourke 
of Castleconnell, and Alexander* who succeeded his father and 
trod in his footsteps, but particularly in his mode of tranquilli. 
sing the Irish. Tradition relates, that he used to hang them 
in groups, on a large willow tree, near the Abbey of Stradbally ; 
and he is said to have had a common expression, that his 
Sallow appeared melancholy and unfurnished, wbeneyer it was 
without one or more of the Irish hanging on its boughs. This 
circumstance gave rise to the surname SoUeioge, or, of the 
Sallow, which the country, through reproach, bestowed on him 
and his descendants. For these and other acts of ** necessary 
severity/' he was at length obliged to sue out a pardon, or patent 
of Indemnity, which is dated the 6th of Dec. 1593. This 
was one of the legal indulgences for crime, which were 
readily obtained, at small pecuniary fines, for the most atro- 
cions acts against the Irish ; but for offences, even of a trivial 
nature against the English, it was both difficult and ex- 
pensive to procure them. Not long after, however, Alexander 
Cosby fell in battle, and like his father was suddenly summoned 
to account before another tribunal. In the year 1596, Owny 
Mae Rory O'More, Chieftain of Leix, demanded a passage 
for his men over Stradbally bridge, and the request, being consi- 
dered as a formal challenge to fight, was refused. On the 19th 
of May, Cosby hearing that the O'Mores were on the march, 
headed his kerne, and proceeded to defend the bridge, taking 
with him his eldest son Francis, who was married a year before 
to Helena Harpole of Shrule, by whom he had a son, William, 
bom but nine weeks before this fatal battle of the bridge. 
Dorcas Sydney, (for she would never allow herself to be called 
Cosby,) and her daughter-in-law, placed themselves at a 



* He married Dorcas Sydney, a relation of tlie Lord Deputy, and so numer- 
ous were the grants of land obtained by him and his Father, from the 28th of 
Feb. 1562, when the latter got the suppressed religious house of Stradballye, 
that they at one time possessed half the Queen's County and a Township over. — 
Tkit narrative it taken from an arig, MS, of the late Admiral Cothy. 
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window of the abbey to see the fight, and for some time beheld 
their husbands bravely maintaining their ground. At length 
Alexander Cosby, as he was pressing forward, was shot, and 
dropped down dead. Upon this his kerne with melancholy and 
mournful outcries began to give way; and Francis Cosby 
the son, apprehensive of being abandoned, endeavoured to 
save himself by leaping over the bridge, but the moment he 
cleared the battlements he was also shot, and fell dead into the 
river. This, as might be supposed, must have been a shock- 
ing scene to the widowed ladies, who beheld the entire firom the 
Abbey ; yet it is recorded, that Helena Cosby, with the coolest 
presence of mind, addressed herself to Dorcas Sydney, sa3ring, 
** Remember, mother, that my father was shot before my 
husband, and therefore the latter was the legal possessor of the 
estate, and consequently I am entitled to my thirds or dowry," 
The Cosby party being entirely routed, O'More ransacked 
the Abbey, but conveyed the infant and widows to a place 
of safety. Queen £lizabeth granted pensions to the latter in 
consequence of their husband's laudable services, and the 
O'Mores having been declared traitors, their estates were con- 
fiscated. The feuds, however, between them and the Cosbies 
still raged with violence. The infant having died, Richard 
Cosby succeeded to the Estate, and became leader of the kerne* 
Eager to revenge the deaths of his father and brother, he 
challenged the O'Mores to fight a pitched battle. They met 
in 1606, in the glen of Aghnahely, under the rock of Dunamase, 
and the engagement was the most bloody ever fought between 
these rivals. After a long and doubtful conflict, fortune de- 
clared in favor of Cosby. The O'Mores were defeate^l with 
considerable loss, and seventeen of the principal of the clan 
lay dead on the field. The revolutions of the seventeenth 
century completed the destruction of the O'Mores, but con* 
firmed the Cosby family in its possessions. 

The foregoing is a single picture, intended to convey an idea 
of the general practices of the English in Ireland, and of the 



NOTES. 165 

sanguin&ry struggles which subsisted between them and the 
natiTes, in eyery part of the Island, for centuries. The Cosbies 
fought bravely in defence of the possessions they acquired, 
and, so far, they deserved them ; but other settlers resorted to 
very different modes of aggrandizement, in this ill-fated land of 
adventure. Amongst these, Richard Boyle, better kpown by 
the name of the '* great earl of Cork," stands eminently con- 
spicuous. From an obscure adventurer, this man gradually 
became the most powerful individual in Ireland, and it is re- 
lated, that Cromwell, a kindred spirit, when he visited Munster, 
declared that if there had been an earl of Cork in each of the 
provinces, there would have been no rebellion; perhaps, it might 
be added, because there would have been but few or none left 
to complain. The world is already acquainted with Boyle's 
story, or with such parts of it as his partial biographers, or eulo- 
gists rather, thought proper to communicate ; but his true cha- 
racter has been studiously concealed. The following extract 
from a letter* written by him from his mansion at Youghal, U> 
the Earl of Warwick, on 25th Feb. 1641, may serve, for so 
much, to shew him in his true colours. — '' But to return to 
Ireland wherein my fortune lyes, and wherem I have eaten the 
moit parte of my bread far these last 54 years, and have made it 
a great parte of my study to understand this kingdome and 
people, in their owne true essence and natures ; I doe beseech 
your lordshipp, beleeve this great truth from me, that there is 
not many, (nay I may more truely say,) very few or none, that 
is a native of Ireland, and of the Romish religion, but he is 
either pubiiquely in this action, or privately in his heart, an 
assistant or weiwisher unto it, for this rebellion hath infected 
all of them, and the contagion, thereof, is dispersed throughout 
the kingdome, and as the poyson is generall, soe hath his ma- 
jesty and the parliament a fitt opportunitie offered them, for 
these their treasons to roote the popish partie of the natives out 

* Preserved in the Library of the Royal Irish Acadt-my, Dublin. 
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of the kingdome, and to plant ii with EnglM protettants, for 
9oe long M English and Irish Protestants and Papists live heer, 
intermingled together, wee can never have firme and assured 
peace^ and his Majestie may now justly interest himselfe in all 
their lands and confiscations^ and have roome enough to plant 
this kingdome with new English, which will raise him a great 
revenue, and secure the kingdome to the crowne of England, 
which ii wiU never be so long as these Irish papists hone amg 
Umd here, or are suffered to Uve therein. For admitt, there be 
but now 200,000 Irish papists in actual rebellion, which I con- 
ceive to be the least number that they are, it must not be the 
wOrke of a second conquest, to proceed slowly and sparingly, 
but roundly and really with plentiful provisions of all kynde to 
support a warre, I assure your lordship it infinitely comforts all 
us good sulyects, that his Majesty hath been graciously pleased^ 
now at the last, to issue proclamations from thence, whereby 
the rebells, with their abbettors, adherents and releivers, are 
proclaimed Traytors; and yf it would please his Majesty, with 
assent of parliament, to cause an Act presently to be passed 
there, to attainte them all of high treason and to an^iseaie their 
iands and estates, to the Crowne, it would utterly dishearten 
them, and encourage the English to serve couragiously against 
them, m hope to be settled in the lands of them thof shall hill or 
otherwise destrog. Yf your lordshipp thinke it fitt to commu- 
nicate this, my undigested proposition, to Mr. Pym, Mr. 
Hambden, Mr. Strowde, and such other prime and active 
men of the house of Commons as you shall thinke fittest, and 
that your lordshipp and they doe relish it, I would gladly upon 
notice thereof, yf soe required, reduce my conceipts herein, to a 
more perfect declaration and ezacter method." — Such was the 
horrible proposition of this hoary monster, not the destruction 
of a single clan or district, as was afterwards carried into exe- 
cution in Scotland, but the indiscriminate extirpation of an 
entire people, among whom he '* had eaten the most part of his 



NOTES. 167 

bread for 54 years !*' Oh ! calumniated Prince of Orange, 
comparatively pusillanimous exterminatory who, after thb, will 
think thee worth noticing as the pigmy murderer of Glenco ? 
It is time that posterity should do justice, and that the memory 
of this infamous earl should, at length, be consigned to the 
eternal immitigable execration of mankind. It avails but little 
as to his exculpation, that the hideous project was not then 
realized. In England it was unattended to, because there they 
were otherwise employed. In Ireland, however, he pressed it on 
the Lord's justices, and they, particularly, the notorious Parsons, 
proceeded far towards carrying it into execution. This appears 
from a letter of the latter to the execrable proposer, dated, 
Dublin, 20th June, 1643, wherein he telb him, ** I am ofyawr 
mmd that a tkarow duirucHtm mu$i be made, before w^ ^an 
settle upon a safe peaoe<I prayyou_spare iione,l>ut indict 
all of quality or estate. We have done so hereabouts to many 
thousands, and have already executed some." * — I shall add 
no more. The soul sickens at these dreadful recitals, which 
not even the sanguinary archives of the Turk can equal. 
Sufficient, however, has been given to shew, that there was abun- 
dant cause for the feelings and expressions of the Minstrels, 
who mourned over the afflictions of their native land. 

The Reformation, and its offspring, the Gunpowder Plot, were 
sources of innumerable evils to Ireland. The latter, particu- 
larly, arrayed the people against each i>ther, and originated 
those violent feelings of hatred and animosity in the Protestant 
mind, against the Catholics, which, even yet, are not entirely 
allayed. But that this was a Protestant and not a Popish 
plot, few well informed persons of the present day entertain the 
slightest doubt. From a careful inspection of all the original 
documents connected with thb dark transaction, preserved in 
the State Paper Office, London, and without reference to any 



• This Letter is also preserved in the same Library. 
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other source or circumstance whatever, I do declare it to be 
my solemn conviction that the entire was planned and con- 
dnctedy from beginning to end, by Cecil, Secretary of State to 
James the first 1 do not intend here to enter into the particu- 
lars which led me to this conclusion, nor, indeed, is this the 
place for so doing. One only document, therefore, I shall 
notice, and that is the official report drawn up by Levin us 
M oncke, and throughout corrected by his master the Secretary, 
in his own hand-writing.* When perusing this elaborate state- 
ment, it appeared to me, that certain passages could not have 
bean expunged, or particular interlined amendments made by 
Cecil, if he had not been well acquainted with the plot before 
the delivery of the letter to Lord Monteagle. If Doctor 
Lingard, perhaps the ablest of England's Historians, had per- 
sonally inspected these papers, he probably would have been 
more decided in his account of this horrid Anti-Catholic 
conspiracy. 

In concluding the few desultory observations, which have 
been considered necessary to explain some passages in the pre- 
sent part of this collection, I may be permitted to add, that they 
were undertaken with reluctance, and are ended without regret. 
Ungrateful, indeed, must have been the task, to turn over the 
crimsoi ed annals of a people, whose calamities have classed 
them mongst the most persecuted of mankind. One great 
consolation, however, was afforded, by the reflection that the 
day of persecution has passed away ; that the children of the 
tyrant and the slave, the oppressor and the oppressed, now 
mingle, without distinction, in the great mass of society ; and 



* Another paper, in the hand- writing of the King, (directing certain queries 
to be put to John Johnson, alias Guy Fawkes,) deserves attention, as a curioife. 
record of the cruelty and pedantry of that weak and worthless Monarch. It 
thiu concludes, " If he will not otherwise confesse, the gentler tortures are to 
be first applied unto him, et sic, per gradus, ad ima tenditur, and so God 
speed your good work. V*^Fr(m the (rrig, MS. 
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that the angry passions which formerly raged with violence, 
are generally and rapidly declining. May no untoward circum- 
stance occur to interrupt this happy procedure; and, in the 
language of one of our modern bards, — 

'* May Erin's sons, of every caste, 
Be Irishmen, from first to last. 
Nor name or creed divide them." 



^ 



PART IV. 



ODES, ELEGIES, &c. 



The Bards of Ireland have displayed a genius worthy of 
any age or nation. 

James Macphenon, 
Dissertation concerning the Poems oj Ossiau. 



ODES, ELEGIES, &c. 



>'' paul6 majora canamns. 



» 



None of the Northern Nations of Europe can produce such 
ancienty authentic and valuable poetic remains, as Ireland. 
The influence which this divine art has ever exercised oter the 
human mind, hath been early felt and long acknowledged in this 
Island, and even at the present day its force is far from being 
extinguished. Though the preceding parts of our collection 
have been chiefly confined to lyric song, particularly of the 
class usually adapted to music, yet it will be found that the 
Irish language abounds with productions of native genius, and 
is rich in every department of poetry, from the pointed epigram, 
to the majestic epic. That the ancient Irish possessed several 
heroic poems, before the incursions of the Danes, is manifest 
from many fragments yet remaining; and, that they had Homer's 
works, or at least the Books of the Iliad, translated, there is 
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reason to conclude from extracts, still extant** This class, how- 
ever, does not fall within the scope of these few preliminary 
remarks, as no specimen of that higher order of national poetry 
is given; but having been incidentally mentioned, it may be 
permitted to observe, that the best informed and most liberal 
Scottish writers, seem at length inclined to admit, that Mac- 
pherson's long contested '* Poems of Ossian," are principally 
founded on Irish metrical remains, which, like our music, had 
long been common to both countries, until exclusively claimed 
by Scotland in the last century. The names of the persons and 
places contained in these elegant productions, and the scenery 
which they throughout describe, clearly indicate the country of 
their origin. In Ireland they have been recited and sung for 
centuries, under the general name of Finian poems, Fm, (feither 
of the bard Otm, the Fingal of Macpberson's Osmm,) being 
the principal hero; and not only are they repeated, from memory. 



* Oar countryman, Scotus, translated Dionysius the Areopagite from Greek, 
in the eighth century. — Usher, Sylhge, — In a large Irish Medical treatise, 
written on ?eUiim» and bearing the date, 1303, in the writer's collection of Irish 
MSS. Uomer*s beautiful description of the rising morn, "H/bco; I'n^iytyiia •am 
«(«lo3a»rvX4}f Bms, is thus translated — 1i[i che^b-bhlO|3<^bh r\^ 

ccTnh<^M|iAch in3he<^n |i6f-Tnh^|i<^ch n<^ mAibne — I have 

somewhere found the well known line, Bii i^axmav 90^ ^Tta voXvf Xoio'-BMt 
^aya^ant, not inadequately rendered — Yhiubh<^ll |^ 30 CiGin <^1|t 

chl(inih<^1|' r\^ T^IPS^ COp|tAn<^ch rpom. — ^1 here is also in the same 
collection an old mutilated copy of a translation of the works of Theocritus, with 
the exception of a few of the latter Idylliums, into Irish verse. The curious 
medical volume alluded to, was purchased by Garret earl of Kildare, in 1500, 
he being then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, for 20 liue cows. — MemurdmL im ia6r». 
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by the people in yarious parts of the country, but they are also 
found in numerous manuscripts of considerable antiquity. 

But the honorable task of illustrating these national poems, 
and of developing their beauties, seems reserved for soma 
favoured individual in whom the genius of the Poet shall be 
combined with a knowledge of the antiquities and languages of 
these islands. From one possessing those requisites much may 
be anticipated. He will be enabled to dispel the mist in which 
these relics have been so long enveloped, and point out the 
native country of the Bard of the West, to the satisfaction of 
the world. It is not improbable but he may also discover, that 
the narrative pieces, which resemble so many separate episodes, 
are but scattered fragments of a regular Epic, which at some 
remote period was perfect and entire. — In any event, it must be 
conceded that these heroic remains, stamp a high poetic character 
on the ancient muse of Ireland. 

Her claim, however, to that character does not depend on these 
alone, nor on any single class of poetical composition. In that, 
for example, of Historical poetry, whieh I rank next to the Epic, 
there are several valuable specimens,* on the more ancient of 



* Mr. Pinkertoo, in his History of Scotland, Vol. ii. p. 92, bears ample 
testimony to their high authority. In a letter written by him to the late Bishop 
Percy » in 1786, (the original now lies before me,) after alluding to the Irish 
poem, afterwards mentioned in his work, he says, " of all 0ur (i. e. the Scoteh.) 
historical monuments, this is the most ancient, and of the first importance to our 
early history ; and it would be a high favour to the whole Scotish nation if any 
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which 9 our early history mainly depends. With this fact 
before us, what opinion must we form of those writers of the last 
century, Ham$, Beauford, Campbell^ Ledwich, and others, to 
whom the language of these poems was unknown, and yet who 
dogmatized so magisterially on our national history? It is re- 
markable that the last of these, in his sceptical Tolume, never 
eyen alludes to Irish poetry. Many fine historical poems have 
been composed since the Anglo-Norman Invasion, but they are 
mostly descriptive of the disasters and oppressions of the country, 
or contain constant allusions to the manifold afflictions, with 
which it has been visited, since that memorable period. Hence 
they are generally of a melancholy cast, and present a mixture 
of Historic truth and elegiac woe, perhaps peculiar to the poetry 
of this ill-treated land. Several of these poems, which might. 



copy of that chronicle," (i. e. the poem,) "could be procured, for OTlaherty 
speaks as if diflferent copies were extant. I cannot too earnestly entreat your 
lordship to use every application to procure so valuable a national record, which 
all our antiquaries so earnestly wish to see."— These were the ** antiquaries," 
who after impugning every point of Irish History, were at length obliged to resort 
to Ireland, for documents to support their own.— Pinkerton proceeds. " Depend 
on it, my Lord, that I am a stranger to that litUe invidiaia spirit, tDhieh ammata 
mott Seattith antiquariei against the antiquities of that noble island, and worthy 
sister of Britain, in which you now dwell."— OHj^. Letter. — It were to be wished 
that this creditable feeling had been more general ; but our countrymen may be 
assured that their early history, poetry and antiquities, have sufiered no injury 
from that " little invidious spirit which animated," not only Scottish but also 
English writers of almost every class, during the last century, even from the 
elegant but unfaithful historian, Hume, down to the wretched tourist, Twiss. They 
were too firmly fixed on the immutable basis of truth to be shaken by assailants 
whose works are now almost entirely forgotten ; while the vestigia veritatis which 
they assailed, vrill remain to the end of time, imperishable monuments of the 
character, genius and learning of ancient Ireland. 
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. with propriety, be termed Political or Historical elegies, are 
extant. One of the most popular concludes this volume.. 

Allied to the heroic poem is the Rosg Catha or ancient War 
ode, and of this species of Bardic composition, there are several 
remnants of uncommon spirit and beauty interspersed through- 
out our mouldering manuscripts. The sublime^ and also what 
may be termed the lesser, ode, frequently occur ; and the names 
of Amergin, Ferceirine, Torna^ DaHan^ Maolmore and other 
bards, who flourished long anterior to the tenth century, are 
found in our neglected volumes, prefixed to lyrical pieces which 
would do honor to the literary character of any country. In the 
department of divine poetry, there are numerous authors, but the 
sacred odes and hymns of JDonogh O^Dafy, abbot of Boyle in 
the thirteenth century, merit especial notice. He was the most 
dbtinguished Irish poet from the arrival of the English to his own 
time, and was called the Ovid of Ireland, from the sweetly 
flowing melody of his verse. Like Prudentius, to whom, how- 
ever, he was much superior, he confined his muse to sacred 
subjects, and conveyed the sublime truths and moral maxims of 
Religion in the fascinating language of poetry. — Many of his 
hymns, are, to this day, repeated from memory, in several parts 
of Ireland. Were a comparison to be instituted between him 
and any English poet, it should be with the celebrated author 
of the << Night Thoughts," whom, in piety, genius and learning, 
he appears to have resembled. The publication of the poems 
of our venerable abbot, would prove an acceptable and valuable 
present to the Irish people. 
VOL. ir. N 
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In the rich, but imperfectly explored, mine of Iri^ poetry, 
which teems with brilliant gems of national genius, the elegiac 
Tein is that most likely to attract and reward attention. The 
mildly chastened and exquintely tender specimens of this capti- 
vating species of poetry are innumerable. The feelings of a 
people, broken down by long ages of oppression, and the sweetly 
expressive language of the land, were alike fiivourable to the 
elegiac muse. Hence the manifold compositions of this class, 
which are met with, in every variety of form, and on every 
subject, from the melting strains of disappointed love, to the 
mournful plaint of the patriot bard, lamenting, like Jeremiah, 
over the frdlen fortunes of his country. In tender expression 
of natural feeling, Irish elegy stands unrivalled. The soliloquy 
oiDnbnmgf over the grave of his brother, ArgvHkoiry beginning — 

fe^ltc feiitce mo ch|toi&he ^ui&h I1A5 chu ^|t3mhoi)t ! 
Ce$ 5le$bh<^ch mo |toT5 ^^9 ^ bhe^|tbh|t^ch<^i|t. 

conveys to my mind an idea of desolating grief, which I never 
felt from any composition, in any other language with which I 
am acquainted. The exquisite touches of nature in these elegies 
forcibly display the poetic genius of those noble old bards, 
whose names are now wrapped up in eternal oblivion. Their 
language was favourable to their conceptions. It enabled them 
to pour forth the feelings of their soub, with all the delicacy 
of pathetic expression, which so peculiarly marks these compo- 
sitions. Among the elegies contained in the present collection, 
those of the bard Mae Liag, after the fall of his Royal Master, 
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will be ready with some degree of interest, at least in Ireland. 
Many of the others will be fonnd to contain no small share of 
poetic excellence. The soliloquy of Coliins amid the ruins of 
Timoleague abbey, has been deservedly admired. It is one of 
the most pathetic pieces in our language, on the solemn subject 
which it so feelingly describes ; and, in the opinion of some 
competent judges, is not unworthy of a place near Gray's well 
known £]egy. The genius of Collins bean a strong resem- 
blance to that of his celebrated English namesake. The His- 
torical elegy, also, with which this volume terminates, contains 
many beauties, but the author I have not been able to discover* 
It is entitled ** The Vision," and is supposed to have been 
delivered over the graves of the celebrated O'Nial of Tyrone, 
and O'Donnell of Tyrconnell, who rendered themselves so 
formidable to the English Government in the reign of Elizabeth. 
After a short view of the oppressionti which the Irish suffered 
from the commencement of the Reformation, in the time of 
Henry the eighth, to the breaking out of the civil commotions 
in 1641, the poet proceeds more minutely to detail the gallant 
exploits of his countrymen, and the disastrous occurrences which 
took place in Ireland after that eventful period. A production 
so curious and so interesting cannot but command the attention, 
and awaken the sympathies of the descendants of those whose 
actions are so well described, and whose fall is so eloquently 
mourned. The translation of this poem by my gifted young 
fnend Mr. Curran,* will be found true to the spirit and 



* The readiness with which this gentleman has contributed his talents to forward 

N 2 
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meaning of the original. It is pervaded by the same fervency 
of national feeling which animated and distinguished the 
patriot bard. 

In the pastoral walk, the remains of our ancient rural poets 
have been already noticed. In these compositions nature alone 
was studied, and in her simple and unaffected language they 
spoke directly to the heart. Some sweet passages of this descrip- 
tion will be found throughout these volumes. Here it may be 
observed that in general these poems abound more in the districts 
where pastoral life lingered longest, than in the other parts of 
the Island. With respect to the satiric muse, it is, on the other 
hand, remarkable that it prevailed chiefly in those parts, which 
were most exposed to the visitations of the English, or which 
lay contiguous to the places where they originally settled. 
Angus na naor, or the satirist, and Teigedall, cotemporary bards, 
in the time of Elizabeth, have acquired much celebrity among 
their countrymen for their talents in this line; and their works. 



this work, is entitled to my most grateful acknowledgments. As far as these 
unassuming pages shall reach, they may connect his name with our native 
literature, but that name requires not their feeble aid to extend or perpetuate its 
honors. It is already interwoven with the brightest recollections of Ireland — 
with those memorable scenes in which his illustrious parent, surrounded by the 
other bright spirits of the age, contended in the glorious struggle for National 
independence, and succeeded in restoring their native country to that rank among 
Nations, from which it had been so long, and so unjustly degraded. The sim- 
ple expression, therefore, of thanks is the best return in my power to make to 
Mr. Curran for his generous co-operation, and it may be the most acceptable, 
when he is assured, that my only inducement for undertaking this work was to 
rescue even a few of the remnants of our neglected poetry from oblivion. 
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yet remaining, contain ample proof of their abilities. So bitter 
were the invectives of the latter bard, that they cost him his 
life; and the former is said to have been employed by the 
Queen's agents here, to satirize the principal Irish families, and 
sow dissensions among them, an unworthy task, to which he 
prostituted his genius, in an able poem still extant. And here, 
in conclusion, I cannot but regret, that want of room, and other 
circumstances, have obliged me to omit not only this, but other 
excellent poems, originally intended for this publication. Yet 
I venture to hope, that even the few specimens given, may meet 
or deserve a favourable reception from the admirer of simple, 
unaffected nature, and genuine poetical feeling. They will, at 
least, serve to shew that our neglected bards deserved a better 
fate than that which they have hitherto experienced ; and may, 
also, perchance, have the effect of stimulating others, to collect 
and publish their venerable remains, which, if adequately per- 
formed, cannot fail to shed a lustre on the literary character of 
Ireland. 
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<^3 c<^ome<^6h <^ 6h<^lc<^. 



4ji<^ll Che<^iiih|t<^, Cope CAipl ciiiin^ 

U^ Chuinn nK^ji Chonn che<^6-ch^ch<^ch. 

5<^bhT<^c Ciitinn, miji ^ ni-b|ii3h, 

y\ clioinhchopnh^^il \ c-coinh-shniomh, 

5^|i T<^c ccnn 4jiAll nepc n-3oile, 

^lop -ph^omh Cope \ lonnf oishe. 

5e 60 chuAibh 30 h-^lb<^in i^in, 

60 p<^ch<^6h Cope i"e<^ch<^ pip 
fAim^ bheich I^k^U pe ^ <^3hAi6h, 
<floch<^ bh-T<^c<^ TpeAp <^mhuil ^l^ill, 
2I3 ionnp'i3he e<^chcp<^nn ^ c-c&n ; 
4loc<^ n* |:<^c<^ yeAp inAp Cope 
5^p lu<^ch ^^pm c<^n<^ c<^obh-nochc. 
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TORNA'S LAMENT FOR CORC AND NIAL, 

A. B. 423.' 



BY JOHN D*ALTON. 



Ob ! let me think in age 

Of years rolled by, 

Wben in tbe peace of infancy. 
Mid all tbe ties of boly fosterage,^ 
Tbe future lords of Erin's doom, 

Witb smiles of innocence and unambitious play. 

Passed tbe rapid bours away : 
Tbe royal children of my beart and bome, 
Nial, tbe beir of bundred-battled Con, 
And Core, of Eogan-more, tbe not less glorious son. 

Years passed, my plumy eaglets grew, 
Tbeir deeds were blazoned far : 

O'er many a land witb Nial victory flew, 
But Core be never met in war. — 
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71 c-ap bo chTpibh Citiionn, 

If me C^pn^ <^ p^^ibhioi" \i^mr\, 

fcom peTp chisbii* 3<^ch l& 

60 b'^^oibhmn bh^^mh 60 bheich ^-e^l 

Ibijt Che<^mh<^i|t i|* ChAipol, 

CheAmhtK^ish 30 CAipol ci^m, 

<^ch ChAi|-il 30 Ce^^mhi^ijt, 

CAn 60 bhmn m^^p <^on i^- ^lAll 

fVIS 60 bh1o6h <^3 yn^^iblim nA n-3i<^ll, 

C<^n 60 bhinn mAp <^on if Cope, 

y^ me <^ chomhAiple^^ch comhnopr. 

Il* uime 60 chuipmn ^^MX 

60m* leich 6heii" -pi^ ch<^o1mh <^n chi^^ll, 

2lip u^^ifle <^n leiche 6heii*, bhil, 

60 mh^^c ]ti3h Cipionn e<^chc<^i3h. 

Il* uime 60 chuipmn Cope 

feom' leicb cle riiop ch^^oTmhch^^cli bochr. 
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Albania bowed to Nial's bands/ 

His sword has waved o'er foreign lands ; 

Yet great as all his glories were. 

They had been Core's — had be been there : — 

The eye of heaven ne'er looked on one 

So godlike in the field as Tara's lord. 
Save him, the comrade of his youth, alone — 

Brave Core, terrific wielder of the sword. 



Twin children of my love ! my memory dwells 

On Erin's proudest deeds and days ; 
On all that history tells 
And senachies have wove ; 

Yet meet 1 none who boast your meed of praise. 
Twin children of my love. 



It is your Torna speaks, how blest was he. 
When babes you lisped affection at his knee ; 
How yet more blest when in your noon of power. 
He shared the splendors of your social hour ; 
When fain would Cashel's Core his steps detain, 
And Tarah's Nial wooed him back again. 



Yes, it was mine, 'twas Torna's envied lot, 
To share the inmost secrets of their thought, 
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^iji vhoijp ^ chuipp bom* chit^bhe 
be bheich Chuiitc 'n ^ ch^mhnulsbe. 
Uch ! 3^n Coitc u^ €$3h^iii Km, 
Uch I 3^n ^^K^ll u^ Ciiinn cimhlkin, 
Uch 1 3<^n 4ji<^ll Chei^mliji^ zhU\i, 
Uch ! 3<^n Cope ce<^nn-i^|i6 Ch^^ipl ! ! 
bo bh|!ii" mo chonn, if mo chi<^ll^ 
n^^ch m^iji ^n pish |to 4Jk^II 5 
bo bh|!ii" mo chji^bhe if mo chopp, 
n<^ch m<^i[i ^n |ii3h jio Coitc. 
leich Chiiiiin ip^ chTor if ip^ ch&in^ 
6&1" mhic C<^ch<Cich ^hui6hmhe<(bh<^in ; 
beij mhic lui3hbhe<^ch ni^p lu<^ibh 3^, 
60 chu<^ibh le<^ch ^63h<^ A m(i3h<^. 
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To sit between them. — At one side. 
My right, was Nial throned, the seat of pride ; 
Nor less my left by Cashel's king was graced. 
Pulse of my heart ! well wert thou next it placed. 



Sons of the brave our day is gone. 

Our destiny is spoken, 
A stranger rules on Cashel's rock. 

Another sits on Tara's throne ; 
Leath Cuin — Leath Mogha pour the funeral strain. 
And I a weary hour of woe remain. 
In Nial's fall my reason felt the shock. 

But oh 1 when Core expired — my heart was broken. 
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2lo6h |niichche<^i!n je6X feish. 
Con TeAl3<^ ^ x^^^zh 5 
|le<^bhchonn ^ jieAn |ieAbce<^n 
Qlji 6-qieAbh *j <^jt cqti^^ch ; 

bei)t<^niuine \ chpuch bem 

fVIo che<^n, cnuch 3<^ch cpi^^ich, 

YSK^ch bhjiei^c, bhu<^pch<^, bhiie^n 5 
5eiTeAkb bio6hbh<^ ^ bjiui^ch j 
ycK^ch ch6nih6<^^3he ch^^oTmh 
2[t^ <^3 2lo6h mAc bu^ch. 

|le n-6ol Y^op ch^^oi, 

YcK^ch chciYihbdiche ch^^cTmh, 

5ecni <^ti ni^3h 2lc6h. 
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DALLAN FORGAILUS ODE TO AODH, 

SON OF DUACH. 
A. D. 580J 

BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



Bounteous and mighty Aodh 1 whose potent shield 
Glares likes a fatal star upon the field — 
Fierce as the stooping hawk or following hound. 
Resistless as the ocean billows bound — 
Thy shield I sing — the warrior's best relief — 
Avenger of the fall of sept and chief; 
Brighter than foam that shrouds the bursting wave, 
That glorious shield, that lieroes, monarchs crave. 
Renowned o'er all that warlike arm may wield 
. Amid the failing ranks 1 dread, speckled shield ; 
That guardian shield where Duach's son uprears. 
Awe struck, the daring heart no longer dares. 
Oh, would the prince our bardic spell requite 
With that proud shield— dread portent of the fight; 
Aodh's glorious name through Erin's plains should ring. 
While Dalian's hand could wake the trembling string. 
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]tin Tloishe irK^ife ; 

bo bh^n bu<^in b'^nof^^ <^3<^inTie, 

6'^U6h 60 chiorm U^imhe sU^ife. 

?ln bio]! cuU^inn b^ip chit<^ob)i<^ib1i ; 
l)eib uile fop lu^imnei^bh, 

Tfn^ch<^b no pi^iche qiom, 

Ci<^3h nK^p clK^itbli i^iji poich bii<^ic, 

^liji n^ tU^ic <^ni n^ ip^iche. 

5<^ii 3<^ipiii <^ 3-ceill bo >^3he, 
5<^n chlcibhe<^nih 3^ ituinne, 
Oni<^ 3<^oiche 30 n-buibhe b|iuinne, 
buine bAp Teioch3h^it *2lobh buille buibhe. 
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DALLAN'S ODE TO DUBH-GHIOLLA, THE 
SHIELD OF AODH. 

BV HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



Bright as the speckled salmon of the wave 1 
Dubh-Ghiolla ! panic of the banded brave ; 
With thee would I combine in deathless praise. 
Proud Aodb, whose arm of might thy burthen sways. 
Fenced with its thorny mall the holly stands — 
So round the prince the guardian shield expands : 
The bull's strong hide the needle's point defies — 
Thus vainly round him baffled ranks arise : 
That shield at once his panoply and blade. 
He scorns the spear, the falchion's feebler aid. 
As chafing storms too long in durance pent 
Sweep through the forest, finding sudden vent ; 
Such is the voice of Aodb, when with his shield 
Compassed, he stands bright terror of the field. 
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c]imMi)Ui<h Tt)e2i<tici)5n<h or cio<h^ 



ci)Oi]ip M>)'iiin^>) 6r)^iii^n^. 



Icnmhuin ^ chopp copcb<^i|t Ann ; 

5e'jt fe6.\i qiom, bubh ipeAp Subqicm j 
C^bcpom coftp, bubh qtom ):e<^6hn<^, 



Cpi c<^03A bhuinn ni<^|i ^on vpii*, 
fc'eAiSpbh ):e<^bh6h<^, ):c|ibA ipioi" ; 
6'<^ m-beimi)" lion bubh li<^, 
')Po3hluini nu<^bh-bhu<^in 3<^ch bid. 



U<^infi bilion^ nA yoichchic T^i3h ; 
buine €^x^ pu^^ibh pS mhiip ; 
Cuille m^pA p6 nih$p p<^inn 
YAnih<^il1ncle<^chc<^ 6h<^llAinn. 
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SEANCHANS LAMENT OVER THE DEAD 

BODY OF DALLAN.' 

BY HENRY GRATTAN CURRAN. 



The soul is fled, but still that brow, tho' cold, iU 

transcript wears ; 
And the hearts that loved him ache above each record 

that it bears. 
Of mighty mould, yet courteous — henceforth who the 

bards shall lead. 
That honoured him, their gifted chief, for whom our 

bosoms bleed ? 

Thrice fifty bards of passing skill attended in his train — 
But the fleetest hand that swept tlie harp would .pause 

amid the strain ; 
And slumber on the silent chord beneath the wakening 

swell 
Of Dalian's harp— a thousand more had owned the 

potent dpell ! 
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60 6he<^lbhui3h 6i<^ $t n<^ btiilibh, 
4fi itioc):<^i&)i |nle cu<^i3h no cheAf 
C^^p €och<^ibh jt&6h pish ci^ishiT- 

l)<^ b-u<^TM, b<^ h-<<|i6-|:hile, 

50 cce<^5mh<^6>i conn 6*^ bhifsj buil, 

Och 1 b<^ h-^luinn, h^ h*ionnfihuin. 
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As wintry torrents wlien along their channelled depths 

they rave, 
Was Dalian's song — 'twas as the strength of Easroe's 

bounding wave : ' 
His wit was as the winged shaft as rapid — and as deep 
As ocean where, beneath the tide, the silent waters sleep. 

From chaos as the sun appeared through clouds asunder 

riven. 
When the mighty one's behest had marked his path-way 

in the heavep ; 
The stars grew feeble in his light, transcendant as be 

shone — 
So Dalian, mid surrounding bards, stood glorious and 

alone. 

His glowing lip, oh king supreme! thy power with 

wisdom blessed, > 
And the minstrels hailed him for their chief— the brightest 

and the best ; 
Our reverence, our love were his — but death the arrow 

sped. 
And wounded through his comely side each heart that 

mourns him dead. 
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cio<h^-cr)Ottit^i6i). 



\A^c li<^3 p6 ch<^n. 



li Chinn-cho|!|!<^i6h ! c<^i6hi bpi^n ? 
CAi6he in^iche n& m\c |t1o3h 



71 Chiiin-cho|ttt^ibh ii<^ bh-pnn I 
C<<ibhe 6&il-c(^iT n^ CC0I3 n-$ip ? 
C^ibhe n^ i"l$3h bhT6h uin l)h|ti<^n ? 



(^ibhe |7lu|tch<^bh m6.e <^n |ii3he, 
C&ibhe jTi^mhinbhe iiA nte<^bh ? 
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KINCORA, OR MAC LIAG'S LAMENTJ 



A. D. 1015. 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



Kincora, where is thy lord ? 

Ah where is thy verdure of spring ? 
Where the nobles, and minstrels, and sons of the sword, 
With whom we have feasted and drank at thy board ? 

Kincora ! where is thy king ? 

Where are thy heroed bands. 
Thou queen of the Emerald plain ? 
Where are the golden-hilted brands. 
That gleam'd in the gallant Dalcassian's hands,^ 
And Brian's kingly train ? 

ft 

Where is the son of BorA,' 

Who ne'er valued the presents he gave ? 

A hundred in battle victorious he slew. 

And the rivers of Brin exultingly knew 

When he breasted their foamy wave. 
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Ci^ibhe 'n A bhi<^ibh CoiK^ins c<^omh ? 
iK^ch TTK^i pe<^nn Ci<^n n<( Cope ! 
Ck^ <^nochc jie 6-nubhp<^b wo chdobh ? 

C^ibhi j!i3h e$3dii<^chcd mil ? 
C<(ibhe b<tfTCionn o'n b-colnn c-p<^|t ^ 

^$ c^ibhe Ck^vi iyk^c (Vli^olifihii^ibh ? 

^i Conn lonn, ^|i36h<^, U^n, 

ye^\i bo chuitie<^bh Xip 3^ch flu^sh ? 

C^ibhe 51011^ 60 b*|:ei^|t|i m€ib, 

M^^ |li3he ^llb^n n^ p chpeis pnn ? 
5iih 3up mh<^ith ^ shM ^'t ^ 3hrtiowh, 
&o bheipe^bh bh<^nih ciox^ ^ Chrnn ! 

bo chu<^ibheAb^p 'fiib le<^ch <^ip leAch, 
^<^ mac pio5h ni^'p ehpe<^ch cill, 
^ bhi^bh ^ip bomh^in b'^ fiiiy, 
Ze^jb^ "pn 6e*m chSill, d Chinii ! 



\ 



ODES, £I«£QIES, ETC. 109 

And Donogh the good is gone. 
And Conaing of the comely brow 1 
I feel^-ob I — I feel as I stood alone. 
Neither Cian, nor Core, can hear my moan. 
Where — where, is my refuge now ? 

The fortune that Eavin crown'dt 

Alas, to his son was denied ! 
And where is the king of Eugenia, renowned. 
And the myriads that rose at the gathering sound. 

And the chief of the western tide ? 

Dulaing, shall I never enjoy 
The sight of his swift-footed steeds ; 
Nor my Cian, the invincible son of Molloy, 
Nor Con, who his foes by a look could destroy ? 
But who can record their deeds ? 

Where is he of gigantic mien. 
Who ne'er from our standard would flee ? 
All great as his prowess and actions have been, 
Yet thou my Kincora ! wert ever the queen, 
And he but a vassal to thee/ 

Where is their silent abode. 
Who once were the flower of Temora, 
Fearless and fierce througli the battle they strode. 
But their hands never rifled the altars of God — 

Oh, their loss has derang'd me — Kincora ! 
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^eic |ti05h bo XeAn^bh ^ lo{i5, 
lAoch|t<^ 6&il-cc<^Tr nA CCCI3 c-Tliin, 
5^ bh-|A3h<^imi-|n yhoip no fhidp, 
Och ! bo b' olc <^n chilli, d Chlnn ! 

b|ti<^n bopoimhe binn pe p^bh, 

lonmhinn l^inh 60 bbeipe^bh pnn ; 
Cut ^ chup&n *x ^ chopnn fri-bp«^c, 
If frK^ip3 b^mh bo chleAchc, ^ Chinn ! 



If Tri<^ip5 c<( beobh g^n bpi^n ! 
Ij" me ^^c li<^3 6'n tinii, 
6o'iTi cho5^ipm 30 n3h nA feub 
60 chu3dbh y:6 cbeub, <^ Clunn ! 
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Sons of a royal race, 

Dalgats of the far gleaming sword ! 
Who could emulate deeds that the bard cannot trace ? 
Ah, could I on earth find your dwelling place ! — 

Alas, 'tis a senseless word ! 

But sweet is the theme to our souls, 
And welcome the praise of BorA ! 

With silent enjoyment my memory rolls, 

To the times when he gave me the first of the bowls — 
Alas, that such honours I knew ! 

But all my hopes deceived me, 
Yet I love thee for sorrow's sake ; 
In thy palace of jewels how oft he received me. 
But, Kincora ! the fate that of Brian bereav'd thee. 
Hath orphan'd Mac Liag of the lake. 
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U^chnihd|t ^n olbhche ^ nochc, 
^ chuibe<^chb bhochc, 3^11 bh|t&3 ! 



7i re b\^ v^ be^p^ 6h(iinn 

5<^n i^p fOil pe bu^iy nil p^nn ; — 
\16 mhSp ipu^ipe<^m<^tp 6'i( che<^tin^ 
b^03h^l licm \ <^ich|np ch^lL 



'2l3h<^ibh 6h<^mh-'r^ bo ^hwx l>hpi^iii, 
It ^ ^3 lpl€<^6h<^chuT <^3 Ci<^n, 

?lip m-beich d3hdibh 'n A e^^^ix* 
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MAC LIAG MOURNFULLY REMEMBERS 
BRIAN AND HIS NOBLES. 

BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



In a far foreign land, on a pilgrimage wending/ 
A bard of green Erin passed cheerless along ; 

On the dark barren heath gloomy night was descending. 
He' thought on past pleasures, and thus grieved in song : 

** Sad and gloomy the night that now gathers around ; 

No door opens friendly with sweet welcome sound ; 

For poesy here no calm shelter is found ; 
No repose for the bard these wild regions among. 

'^ Since heaven so wills, be its ordinance blest. 

That verse in this land no reward shall enjoy : 
Once with gifts it was honoured — the bard was caress'd 

With a love that hereafter his peace may annoy. 
Ah ! well I remember — to Brian^ of old^ 
When foamed the red wine in the goblet of gold, 
As with Cian he feasted, the hours slowly rolled, 
If he heard not the songs of the son of MoUoy." 
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Qi 6i3if," ^ bap bo bhe<^n, 

yu<^iU n&'p chp&siT bo che<^ch yr^n. 



« 



« 



i( 



21 cdoi cpi p<(iche dwoish. 

2lchc d bh-):uil i nw^h 30 nS ; " 

** It te pn," ^p l^upch^bh, tm^c bhpi^in, 

" Ce^chcdipe<^chc <^n ):hi^ich o'n n-i^ipc." 



InniT biiinn ch-^b<<il <^ chu^ibh, 

?lp *2lpb-pi3h rhlu^ish Ch^ipnn 1 '^eib, 

InniT bo mh<^ichibh ifife^p W^^'^ 

luibh ):<^*fri l&imh n<^ch b^n<^ip bpe^is. 

6^p ^n |ti3h yil St wo chionn, 

21 T^ chu3^T ^^^^ ^ chu^ibh, 
'Piche e<^ch, beich n-uin3e b'6p, 
21't beich |?}:ichib hi bo bhu^ibh. 

&o bhe<^p<^?n-ne ^n bi^T P ^^^ 

^ T<^ ^^^ b'e<^chdibh 't ^e bliu<^ibh, 
21 n-6u3fn^iT ^ cnubhpdbh bpK^n, 
21 bubh<^ipc Cidii |7l<^c |7ld^lfnhudibh. 
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** Welcome, bard," said the monarch, his face beaming 
gladness, 
When he saw me return from the hall of O'Neill : 
" Thy consort is pining, forlorn, and in sadness, 

To think thou hast left her for ever to wail. 
Bard, long was thy absence — what tidings of worth 
Dost thou bring from the black cloudy lands of the 

north ?" 
** As the raven's"— cried Morrogh — " what time she flew 
forth 
From the ark, well I wot, is our wanderer's tale/' 



'' But come, tell what gifts and rare treasures you bring. 
From him who bears sway o'er the Cam-i-neid host ; 

To Innisfail's nobles, and first to our king, 

Swear tnie, by this hand, not to flatter or boast" 

*' By heaven"— I cried—" all the truth I'll unfold. 

Twice ten gallant steeds — ten rich ounces of gold ; 

And of kine, ten the choicest, twice ten times well 
told ; 
Such the treasures I bring from the fair northern 



coast." 
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'X ^ bhcpch<^i6h 6. nochc mo TiiAmh, 



ye<^chc m-lx^ile ^'m chomh^^ip 6*^ chp^^oibh, 
|li3h n^ jiTosh 60 pi^bh w^ Ti-i<^|t, 
?l3ui" le<^di bh<^ile 30 ^lop 
2lnn 3^ch pope ^ m-blobh b{ii<^n. 



&o p<^bh )yiu|tch<^bh, be<^3h-mhde bh|ti^in, 

Uipiob <^ bh-):udipiT ^ peip 
60 3he<^bh<^i|t udim yein 'y m ^i|i ch*):hu<^ch." 



« 



€( 
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" With presents," said Cian of generous deeds, 

** More noble, O Morrogli, his song we'll reward 
With more numerous kine, and more swift-footed steeds, 

Beside what the Monarch shall give to the bard." 
And true, (to remember — my griefs fresh arise) 
Ere the banquet was finished — or sleep closed the eyes 
Of munificent Brian, I shared a rich prize, 
£*en ten times more worthy the poet's regard. 



Seven herd-covered plains spreading fertile and wide. 
Gift worthy a monarch — ^the king gave to me ; 

And a district, for aye, where his court loves to bide. 
In sweet summer sojourn, by mountain or sea. 

Said Morrogh the pious, nor spake he in vain, 

'^ Whate'er the rich gifts thou, to night shalt obtain ; 

To-morrow, their equal from me shalt thou gain, 
With the love of a prince, bard, devoted to thee." 
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cuiM>)'»1iU5i)'ji6r) M>)€ic 112115 'Jiip 

bi)[ii2i<ti bopoiM^e. 



y^lb^ bheich 3<^n ^olbhne^T, 

jVlAji 60 bh?L6huT ^ 3-Ce<^nn-chop<^6h ch^oimh, 
^loji bh'u<^mhAn liom Aon bo*m chjieich. 

6& niAi|teA&h b|ti<^n bheinne-buil3 ! 
7Vx |Vlujich<^bh 6k IUIJ13 11 A lon3 ! 
Ifi bhabhinn-p <^ n-lnye <^n 5h<^Ill-6uibh, 
fyi<^ji <^ cc'ionny<^i3h cuile A't conn. 



6& niAipe<^bb Con<^in3 nA 3-cuAn ! 
Opmhuill Tlu<^3h, U^och ni^'p W3 ! 
YeAp m<^p e CAchc^ip nA fliK^sb, 
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MAC LIAG, IN EXILE, REMEMBERS 

BRIAN. 

BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D.D. 



Tedious and sad lag on the joyless hours, 
Ah ! ne'er did fancy bode a change so dire ! 

What time I dwelt in sweet Kincora's bowers, 
I little feared the barbarous spoiler's ire. 

Had Brian lived, munificent and good ; 

Or Morrogh, in his stately mansions fair ; 
Ne*er in the isle of strangers black and rude,' 

Whelmed had I sunk beneath a flood of care. 



If Conaing lived, the guardian of our coasts. 
The chief of thousands, hero great in might 

As dauntless Hector, of the Trojan hosts ; 
Lfonghad I. ne'er been exiled from his sight. 

VOL. II. p 
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be bbei]t me builbhi|t, boi|tbb^ 

^ocb^ 3-clumiTii c<^i|tTii n^ b-qiK^cb, 
4|Toit bb'ionfK^nn <^'t An p(ibb<^l ipu<^ip, 
bi^ |i&ini3b A^\i cu<^i|tc 30 Ci<^n. 

bo cbu<^bb<^|* 30 Ci<^n &n Ch<^i|tnn, 

^loit cb|ti^ch 3^n r<^i|tTii An ap che^nn, 
^ll p^^ibb^ <^cbc b]ti<^n n<^ m-bji<^c Tp6il, 
C|ti<^cb bubb choip bo cbup *n A oheAnn, 
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Grief and despair my anxious bosom fill, 
To hear my prince's joyous voice no more; 

Ob ! bow unlike tbis journey drear and cbill. 
Was tbat to Cian, in tbe days of yore ! 



To Cian of the Cairn— to Cian, high 

In wealth and power, I went with bounding speed : 
With him could none but royal Brian vie. 

In every generous thought and glorious deed. 



p2 
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M '21021121. 



6o bhei|t ppn 6*&p 3-cp&6h ? — 

Uch ! 6'Ap n-boich rd h-e^bh !— 

|VI. — nt h-e<^6h. 

bo chu<^ichibh be pinne cp^bh, 
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CARROLL 0*DALY^ AND ECHO. 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



Carroll — Speak, playful echo, speak me well, 
For thoii know'st all our care ; 
Thou sweet responding sybil, tell. 
Who works this strange affair ? — 

Echo — A — fair ! 

A fair — no, no, IVe felt the pain. 
That but from love can flow ; 

And never can my heart again 
That magic thraldom know. — 

Echo — No. 

Ah then, if envy's eye has ceased 
To mar my earthly bliss ; 

Speak consolation to my breast. 
If remedy there is. — ^ 

Echo — ^There is. 
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C. — H THi03<Cibhe shlic, shpinn, 
y|ti^<^l Ifnn 30 ft^bh, 
C|teA& ly li<^i3he^T b6mh ? 
4lioji iphionnAi* ope bp&^3. — 

C^ — fVI^ 'y $ <^n c-^3, 30 6ei?nhin, 
ly /jpoipchionn dpe <^p b-pi<^n, 
&o bh|uitbe^bh liom^ 
6o'b Aic Uow, 6<^p fk^bh ! — 

|VI.— b<^p IpK^bh ! 

C— ?6^p p^bb ip&n bo'b ^ic ! 

^ ShlAcb 3bUn 3<^n ^hi j 
Sibbe^bh, ^ip bo bW^r ' 
41& cluine^bh QiLic p.— 

C. — C<^b TO, ^n bi<^bb^l ope ! 

21 chpiiish n&'p loc bp^3 ! 

V<^ot Qi^rc IT seAl b^b.— 
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Gay witty spirit of the air, 

If such relief be nigh ; 
At once the secret spell declare, 

To lull my wasted eye. — 

Echo— To die. 

To die ! and if it be my lot. 

It comes in hour of need ; 
Death wears no terror but in thought, 

Tis innocent in deed. — 

Echo, (surprised)— Indeed ! 

Indeed, 'tis welcome to my woes, 

Thou airy voice of fate ; 
But ah ! to none on earth disclose 

What you prognosticate. — 

Echo, (play/iillyJ-To Kate. 

To Kate, the devil's on your tongue. 

To scare me with such thoughts ; 
To her, oh could I hazard wrong. 

Who never knew her faults. — 

Echo — ^You are false. 
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be^5 An bicb, 6A|t &u<^ch ! 
7i bhul u^ic 't An loch. — 

|V|._Och ! 

C. — (Vlfle och <^'i- fiK^ip3, 

60 cbluinim <^3<^ibh 3<^ch l&oi ; — 
Cpe^b <^c& libh '3 ^ lu<^bh 

?l ch|iu<^i3h chopiich<^ ^n ch<^o16h ? — 

M.— C^oibh ! 



C. — 60 ch^o16h ^<^pcinnir, 

bo pu3 b&pp 3<^ch 3n^di6h ; 

Tin bXpp-p im^'i" ipiop. — 

lA. — ^1t in^p. 

C. — ^be^nb^chc <^ip 60 bhe^l, 

41^Y ch^n bpe^3 ^ n-biumh, 
c<^^p <^3 bul <^ bh->:<^b, 
Cuipim le<^c <^bieit. — 

[A.—Qib}^. 
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If thy Narcissus could awake 

Such doubts^ he were an ass, 
If he did not prefer the lake, 

To humouring such a lass. — 

Echo — Alas ! 

A thousand sighs and rites of woe 

Attend thee in the air ; 
What mighty grief can feed thee so 

In weariless despair ? — 

Echo — Despair. 

Despair — ^not for Narcissus' lot. 

Who once was thy delight ; 
Another in his place youVe got, 

If our report is right. — 

Echo—*T\s right. 

Dear little sorceress, farewell, 

I feel thou told'st me true ; 
But as thou'st many a tale to tell, 

I bid thee now adieu. — 

Echo — Adieu ! 



218 IRISH MINSTRELSY. 






|Vlo bhe^n6<^chc le<^c <^ Tcjnbhinn ! 

If qtu<^3b ! n<^ch l^up b<^Tiih <^ be<^nn<^, 
5iib sn&ch ^ 6-ce^nn<^ be<^it3<^ ! 



yi&n 30 [i6 bhe<^cbc b'A cleiji*chibh ; 
YUn {)•& r<^<^chibh le b-&3ribh ! 



fTIo rhl^w b'^ m^3h^ibh mine, 
yi&n v^ mbile 6'& cnoc<^ibb ! 
fTIo chion 6o'n c-^ c& innci ; 
yiAn 6'& linnnbh ^'r i>'& loch<^ibh ! 
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DOCTOR KEATING^ TO HIS LETTER. 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



For the sake of the dear little isle where I send you. 
For those who will welcome, and speed, and befriend 

you; 
For the green hills of Erin that still bold my heart there. 
Though staiu'd with the blood of the patriot and martyr. 

My blessiag attend you ! 

My blessing attend you ! 



Adieu to her nobles, may honor ne'er fail them ! 

To her clergy adieu, may no &lse ones assail them ! 

Adieu to her people, adieu to her sages, 

Her historians, and all that illumine their pages ! 

In distance I hail them, 
More fondly I hail them ! 
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YX&n 6'^ colllnbh y!^ chopch^ibh ; 






2lnn iniT n<^ombcb<^, ne^mbocbb j 
Tfi<^p c<^p bbpomcbU^bhuibb n<^ btlMn^ 
beip <^ |*c|nbhinn wo bbe<^nbocb&. 
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Adieu to her plains^ all enameird with flowers ! 

A thousand adieus to her hills and her bowers ! 

Adieu to the friendships and hearts long devoted ! 

Adieu to the lakes on whose bosom I've floated ! 

In youth's happy hours. 
In youth's happy hours ! 



Adieu to her fish-rivers murmuring through rushes ! 

Adieu to her meadows, her fields, wells, and bushes ! 

Adieu to her lawns, her moors, and her harbours ; 

Adieu> from my heart, to her forests and arbours. 

All vocal with thrushes. 
All vocal with thrushes ! 



Adieu to her harvests, for ever increasing ! 
And her hills of assemblies, all wisdom possessing ! 
And her people— oh ! where is there braver or better ? 
Then go to the island of saints, my dear letter ! 

And bring her my blessing ! 

And bring her my blessing ! 
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b e 21 <h 41 e 21 6 21 1 p. 



It ^^oibh'inn A bhach A w-beinn-Ci^bAip ; 
It inop-bhinn ^ bheich iy b^n-whuip ; 
Cnoc lonsmh^^p, lonnTuh^^p, lionmh^^p 
be^^nn 'phionwh^^fi 'phonnmh^^ft, <^5hiiih<^p. 



be<^nii ^ ni-bioWi coiftnn <^3UT cu<^ch<^ 5 
be<^nn A pus O'fcuibhne b^n6i 
Uibhe 5h|t&inne be xhonn puA3<^bh. 



beAnn it cow-shlAn s^ch cuWeh, 
21't 3<^ch mull^ch comhshl^Tj copp<^ch ; 
be<^nn bliile<^ch, whonsAch, bhe<^nn<^ch ; 
Cnoc C|ie<^TifihAch, cn6bh<^ch, c[K^nrK^ch. 
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ODE TO THE HILL OF HOWTH, 



BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



How sweet from proud Ben-Edir's height/ 
To see the ocean roll in light ; 
And fleets swift-bonnding in the gale. 
With warriors' clothed in shining mail. 



Fair hill, on thee, great Finn of old, 
Was wont his counsels sage to hold ; 
On thee, rich bowls the Fenians crowned, 
And passed the foaming beverage round.' 



Twas thine within a sea-washed cave, 
To hide and shelter Duivne brave ; 
When snared by Grace's charms divine, 
He bore her o'er the raging brine.* 
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bo cWbhche<^|t a^mn be'n mh^^oTl whons^i^ch, 

bfiiTreAfi cl&p-bhSpb c<^cibhe loinse 
le Y^iVoibh 3honA6h ^n boipb AllA. 



|7lo chion b*K qiiAch 3<^n bo3hp<^inn, 
f7l$[i-bhe<^nn nA bh-'^pw^nn n-<^oibhinn. 
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Fair hill thy slopes are ever seen, 
Bedecked with flowers or robed in green ; 
Thy nut-groves rustle o'er the deep. 
And forests crown thy cliff- girt steep/ 



High from thy russet peaks 'tis sweet 
To see th' embattled war ships meet; 
To hear the crash — the shout — the roar 
Of cannon, through the caveni'd shore. 



Most beauteous hill, around whose head. 
Ten thousand sear birds' pinions spread ; 
May joy thy lord's true bosom thrill. 
Chief of the Fenians' happy hill. 



VOL. II. 
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^ifi bh-ipi^3bh<^il 6ipe<^n bo. 



&ioTYibu<^bh i<^ch Ci|te<^nn 6*v^3bh&il ! 
lAcli nihiliT nA ni-be<^nn Tifi-be<^ch<^ch, 



Cibh t^ mo ch|ii^ll c^|t f^il pi|t, 
*llip 6-cAbh<^i|tc cuil b'lAch "^phionc^^in, 
60 TC<^pp cp^bhe |:i^*n \iob pinn ; 
4fi c^^fi ytSb <^ile <^chc Cifie^^n. 



"^pSb IT qtoiTYie rop|t<^bh cp^^nn, 
yib IT ):eup-u<^irhne 'pe^^p^^nn, 

^In cTfi ch|i<^eb}i<^ch, c)i|iuirhneAc)ir<^ch, 
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ODE BY GERALD NUGENT, ON LEAVING 

IRELAND. 

BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



What sorrow wrings my bleeding heart. 

To flee from Inisfail ! ' 
Oh ! anguish from her scenes to part, 

Of mountain, wood, and vale ! 
Vales that the hum of bees resound. 
And plains where generous steeds abound.' 

While wafted by the breeze's wing, 
I see fair Fintan's shore recede ;' 

More poignant griefs my bosom wring, 
The farther eastward still I speed. 

With Erin's love my bosom warms. 

No soil but her's for me has charms. 

A soil enriched with verdant bowers. 
And groves with mellow fruits that teem ; 

A soil of fair and fragrant flowers. 
Of verdant turf and crystal stream : 

Rich plains of Ir,^ that bearded corn. 

And balmy herbs, and shrubs adorn. 

o2 
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Cip r\^ 3-cufi(i<^fch 't r\^ 3-clK^p, 
bAnb<^ TK^ n-^invhi|t n-6|t-chi<^bh, 

shAlWibh 111 3h^bh<^inn bul 
50 cWniK^ibh f&ushuin Y^^cr^n. 



6& Tifi-bK^6h TK^'p bh^^esTiKl TYi<^p<^ 
TP&Sbh&il lMr<^ Uo3h<^ipe, 



TfU^n bo'n bhui&hiri phSushi^in-p c<^|t n-bfej* 
f7l<^c[W^ bdn^ 6oifibh3h&T 
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A land that boasts a pious race, 

A land of heroes brave and bold ; 
Enriched with every female grace 

Are Banba's maids with locks of gold»^ 
Of men, none with her sons compare; 
No maidens with her daughters fair. 

If heaven propitious to my vow, 

Grant the desire with which I burn y 
Again the foamy deep to plow. 

And to my native shores return ; 
" Speed on," I'll cry, " my galley fleet,. 
Nor e'er the crafty Saxon greet."* 

No perils of the stormy deep 

I dread — yet sorrow wounds my heart ;. 
To leave thee, Loegaire's fort, I weep ; 

From thee sweet Delvin must I part ! • 
Oh ! hard the task — oh ! lot severe, 
To flee from all my soul holds dear. 

Farewell, ye kind and generous bands, 
Bound to my soul by friendship strong ; 

And ye Dundargveis' happy lands,^ 
Ye festive halls — ye sons of song ; 

Ye generous friends in Meath who dwell. 

Beloved, adored, farewell, farewell ! 
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MTU<Ji<h'^ p^iccfiuicc ui eQii^i6i)e. 



b^ bh-ip^Sh^^iTin-p wo mhi<^nn<^ 60 pi<^P> 

IVy ce^b c<^ipce mo ThA%<^il 60 rhuibheAmh, 
bo bhei&lnnn nfi^fi <^n &-c|ii<^ch fh^TK^i&he, li^rh^ 

5<^n ch«^n3<^l le h-^^n 6uine Ache fich : 
fch^ny^iVbh Ac|tA be<^3 |:e<^[i<^inn n$ bh6, 

|7lo (t^rn <^ 5-C&TYI nfi<^|t bubh chubhAibh ; 
60 inhei^np^^inn wo |:hl<^iche<^T 3U|t TYihop, 

'Y bubh chlAon liom bhach ^^3 5eille<^bh 6o*n pish. 

|7lo ph<^i|Te beA3 Y^p<^inn b^ mheirh, 

le |i<Ciiin be 3Ach p|tioTYih-cho|ich<^ b'-pe^W* 
5<^n ce^^chc Aip |:e<^|ich<^inii n^ 3<^och, 

*llchc cuim|*e<^chc 3Ach fine 'n ^ h-^m : 
bu6h lionTYih<^|t <^'m bh|ttii3hin bhe<^3 3<^ch ni6h, 

b<^ c<^ifibhe<^ch An cAichneAmh 'n A m-b&bheAbh ; 
60 b'Aotbhinn clo|" iruishle wo chi3he, 

*y nA leAbhAift A ccomhAiaoT 3Ach lA€. 
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PATRICK HEALY^S WISHES.' 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



Ob ! could I acquire my fullest desire. 
To mould my own life, were it given ; 

1 would be like tbe sage, wbo in bappy old age. 
Disowns every link — but witb beaven. 

An acre or two, as my wants would be few. 
Could supply quite enough for my welfere; 

In tbat scope I would deem my power supreme. 
And acknowledge no king but — myself tbere. 

Tbe soil of tbis spot, tbe best to be got, 
Sbould fumisb me fruit — and a cboice store ; 

Be sheltered and warm from rain and from storm. 
And favoured witb sun-sbine and moisture. 

My bome should abound, and my table be crowned 

Witb comfort, but not ostentation > 
Tbe music of mirth should bum round my hearth. 

And books be my night's recreation. 
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bo b*<^Sbhe<^itAch le |^uch<^in wo bhoich, 
le z^ohh coille ^'j |fiop-chob<^i[i (iip ; 

^^ h-^nW 6j\ u<^i[i b'&psheochumn 30 woch 
50 h-Aoibhinn ^3 fioji-Theinne<^bh ci(iil ; 

Ypuch popiK^ch, ciiiTifih<^iT-3lAt> loiiK^b-bbU^idi, 

bubh cliyxe i<^b nA bjieic <^nn ^ l&p, 
le v^nn fuilc <^3 l&iiiTie<^6h 30 yji^x* 

bo chpiochniish^^bh n<^ n-<^oibhne<^T p p$TYih<^iii, 

^l3UT conif^pb r\^ h-$i3e TYiheubti3h<^bh9 
^ ymu^nifmrx 3<^n cAoin-bhe<^n bo ch$3h<^bh 

fA^li nu^bhch^n, 'y'i oi3eAnc<^, buibhe<^ch ; 
7lnr\ Ao^x ^ TK^o'T-66^3 30 h-iomU^n, 

TVj cei^h^^iji-^ifi-iphichchib b^wh T&n, 
bhi<^bh n<^o1bhe<^n Aip A cioch^^ibh 3<^ch ci^iTS, 

Ql't bhi^^bh ft lat pn bo'w choinhpeip. 
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Delightful retreat, in simplicity sweet 1 
A wood and a streamlet should bound it ; 

And the birds when I wake, from each bower and brake. 
Should pour their wild melodies round it. 

This streamlet midst flowers, and murmuring bowers, 
In the shade of rich fruits should meander ; 

While the brisk finny race, o'er its sun-shiny face, 
Should leap — flit — and spoi*tively wander. 

These joys — ^yet one more might enliven my store. 

Redouble each comfort and pleasure ; 
A wife, of such truth, such virtue and youth. 

That her smiles would be more than a treasure. 

LfCt nineteen, and no more, to my twenty- four. 

Be the scale of her years to a letter ; 
Then a babe every Easter, I think wo'nt molest her. 

No — I warrant she*ll like me the better. 
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M'2icc<»i'W6r) -ail 6ui<»ie 6i)Oii5i)ioT'Jiici). 



Oibhche 6h<^Tifih 30 boils, bubh^^ch, 
ChoiT iph^^ipse tk^ b-conn b-qt^un, 

^3 leuppnuAine<^bh ^'x ^3 UiAbh, 

*lli|t choppAibh chpu<^bhA ^n c-T<^03h<^il, 

^fop chloT y:u<^ityi comrie n& qi&i3h. 
'Y Til p<^ibh 3<^l <^nn be'n n-3<^oich 
&o ch|toich^peAbh b^|t)t c|t<^tnn nR blAich. 

60 3hlu<^ii'e<^i' A3 TYiAchcnAmh A'w Aon, 
5An Aijie AsAm Aip pAon mo TbiubhAil, 

fcopuj- cille 3up bheApc m^, 

'T ^"^ 3-conAip p^ibh Aip nfio chionn. 
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THE MOURNER'S SOLILOQUY IN THE 
RUINED ABBEY OF TIMOLEAGUE.^ 



BY THOMAS FURLONG. 



Abroad one night in loneliness I stroll'd. 
Along the wave-worn beach my footpath lay ; 

Struggling the while with sorrows yet untold, 
Yielding to cares that wore my strength away : 

On as I mov'd, my wayward musings ran 

O'er the strange turns that mark the fleeting life of man. 



The little stars shone sweetly in the sky; 

Not one faint murmur rose from sea or shore ; 
The wind with silent wing went slowly by. 

As tho' some secret on its path it bore : 
All, all was calm — tree, flower, and shrub stood still. 
And the soft moonlight slept on valley and on hill. 
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^In cji^ch mh<^i|t luchb <^ti cTshe. 
IfCK^n $ cui|te<^bh A chUbh, 

yhuibh m^ fiof le mi^chcrK^mh l&n, 
60 l&Sei^l* mo l&Tnh y^^oi m' 5puAbli, 

5uji chuic TPtK^T^ bl<^TK^ b^U|t^ 

O'm bhe<^pc<^ibh Aiji <^n bh-petiji ^^nu^^i*. 

71 bubhi^ipc m^ Ann pn y^ bhich, 
Tl'l* ni6 A3 cAoibh 30 cumhAch, 

60 bhibh Atrnpp Ann 'n A pAibh, 
'Zln ceAch-p 30 pilbh, fiibhAch. 

It Ann bo bhlobh CI013 A*Y cliAp, 

fepguchbA A'r biAbhAchb b'^ l$U3hAbh, 

CopAibhe, ceAcAl A3UT ceol, 
'2I3 molAbh m$pbhAchbA 66. 
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Sadly and slowly on my path of pain 
I wander'd, idly brooding o'er my woes j 

Till full before me on the far-stretched plain, 
The ruin'd abbey's mouldering walls arose ; 

Where far from crowds, from courts and courtly crimes, 

The sons of virtue dwelt, the boast of better times. 



1 paused — I stood beneath the lofty door. 
Where once the friendless and the poor were fed ; 

That hallow'd entrance, that in days of yore 
Still open'd wide to shield the wanderer's head ; 

The saint, the pilgrim, and the book-learn'd sage. 

The knight, the travelling one, and the worn man of age. 



I sat me down in melancholy mood^ 

My fiirrow'd cheek was resting on my hand ; 

I gazed upon that $cene of solitude. 

The wreck of all that piety had plann'd : 

To my aged eyes the tears unbidden came, 

Tracing in that sad spot our glory and our shame. 
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&o bhu<^il ip^ mh<^ol bo mhuii. 

ll* lombhi^ -jpei^fich^^inn ^i^uy fu^chz^ 
^3^T T^^ipi*' cui^in bo chuipif bhioc, 

CTobhU^icei^bh chu <^ip b-cuii*, 
60 fujh n<^ n-bjil nK^p chishei^i*. 

21 mhuip TK^omhchi^ nA m-be^nn n-slAi*, 
60 b*$pni^ib bo'n tfip-p cp&ch, 

Ifbiomb^Libh bii^n liom bo ivpioi*, 
*2l3Uf cup bo iK^olnih <^ip p^n ! 

ll* u<^i3ne<^ch <^ cAo'Tp <^ noi}* ! 

4^1 phuil lotinuc c$p<^1bhe ni^ ceol, 
^hc |3p6uch<^bh fK^ 3-ce^nn-c<^c 

7lnn lOTi^b n^ pyi^ilm fo3h*i^il ! 

Cibhe^nn <^3 e<^|^<^p $1* bo |TuAi3h, 
4le^nnc63 pu<^bh <^'b upl^p up, 

7Vx cpSn&n ik^ n-e^y <^'t> chluib, 
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'^ And oh !" cried I^ as from my breast tbe wbile^ 
The struggling sigh of soul-felt anguish broke; 

'^ A time there was^ when through this storm-touch'd pile. 
In other tones tbe voice of echo spoke ; 

Here other sounds and sights were heard and seen — 

How alter'd is the place from what it once hath been ! 



'^ Here in soft strains the solemn Mass was sung ; 

Through these long aisles the brethren bent their way; 
Here the deep bell its wonted warning rung, 

To prompt the lukewarm loitering one to pray ; 
Here the full choir sent forth its stream of sound. 
And the rais'd censer flung rich fragrance far around." 



How chang'd the scene ! — how lonely now appears 
The wasted aisle,, wide arch, and lofty wail ; 

The sculptur'd shape — the pride of other years, 
Now darkened, shaded, sunk and broken all : 

The hail, the rain, the sea-blown gales have done 

Their worst, to crown the wreck by impious man begun 
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4lt yhuil ce<^n5<^bh ^5 cofifimbhe K noii*, 

C& bo phficfiTince<^ch 3<^n bhi<^bh, 
60 i-hui^n-lici* 3<^n leAlx^ bhl&ich, 

60 che^^iwiouin 3<^n tobhlK^ipc cli^|iy 
^& <^ichviiioTin bo bh^^ '3 & ji^bh, 

6*iTnchi3h bo lii<^im ^'j ^^ lti^3li<^il, 

2l'r bo chui^Uchc v^ chi<^n ch^ibh, 
Och ! ni ^hionni^iTn ^ iioif y^^'b i<^bh<^bh 

Och ! <^nyho|tl<^nn 6i'x <^n-uAillj 
Qttibh|toib, An-u^^il* <^3UT <^inblf3he, 

6* ^613 u<^i3ne<^ch c(i Tn<^ji c<^oip ! 

60 bhTbh-i-<^ ip&n pni^ i-e<^l ! 

"p^^IK^^p bo chU^ochloibh mo chlobh ! 
Ch<^ini3h cSifi <^n c-i^^^oshi^il A'm <^3h<^ibh, 

^1*1 ydbhm 011m <^chc bji6n ! 
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Thrp* the rent roof tlie aged ivy creeps ; 

Stretch'd on the floor the skulking fox is found; 
The drowsy owl beneath the altar sleeps, 

And the pert daws keep chattering all around ; 
The hissing weasel lurks apart unseen, 
And slimy reptiles crawl where holy tieads have been. 



In the refectory, now no food remains ; 

The dormitory boasts not of a bed ; 
Here rite or sacrifice no longer reigns ; 
Prior — ^brethren — prayers — and fasts and forms are 
fled: 
Of each^-of all, here rests not now a trace. 
Save in these time-bleach'd bones that whiten o'er the 
place. 



Oh ! that such power to baseness was decreed ; 

Oh ! that mischance such triumphs should supply ; 
That righteous heaven should let the vile succeed, 

And leave the lonely virtuous one to die ! 

YOU 11. R 
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|l^bh<^Itc mo yhul ^suy mo thpe^ip, — 
C<<Li6 mo ch^ipbe ^"S^x ^^ chlAnn^ 



C^ buAiftce^T <^i|t mo bhite^ch ! 

J^ mo chft^&he 'n ^ cTipoc^l cn^bh ! 
6& bh-|S$iiiipe^6h opm ^n W^t, 

bubh 6he<^itbh m'fRilce ^& n^ ch$mhAi]i ! 



ODES^ ELEGISS^ ETC. 243 

Oh ! justice in the struggle where wert thou ? 

Thy foes have left this scene chang'd as we see it now. 



I too have chang'd — my days of joy are done. 

My limbs grow weak^ and dimness shades mine eye ; 

Friends — kindred — children^ dropping one by one. 
Beneath these walls now mouldering round me lie. 

My look is sad, my heart has shrunk in grief, 

Oh ! death when wilt thou come and lend a wretch 
relief. 



r2 
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fA7i\i\)\)<^'H oiiiTpei|a sia^r. 



Y*e&3h<^n fA^c bh^ic^iji b]ie<^chn<^ch \ii ch^n.* 



Ceo&h iK^ch b-ci^inish fioimhe ftiKmh ; 



C^ elms 3 n<^ TTK^pbh leiy ^n Ti-5<^^ch, 
fTIo nu^^fi ! ii* ce^chc<^ bjioin btiinn 'i ! 
C& <^n inAch bubh le slop 3<^iibh 
'lis Tf^53it<^6h u^^ijie ^n buine wih^^ipbh. 



'Zln buic, ^ u^^f^il 015, mo chpdTbhe ! 
60 fCfie^b 30 bubh<^ch Mi bhe^n-fi3he, 
^ fvie$bh<^n chiuin-uM3ne<^ch olbhche^ 
^X cumh^^ch bo bhtbh p <^3 ^3C<^oine<^bh. 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF OLIVER 

GRACE." 



BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



Dark; round the mountaia tops^ the vapours lower, 
And in unwonted gloom their beauty shroud ; 

Silent the noon, as midnight's solemn hour. 
Save when the voice of sorrow mourns aloud. 

The sound of death is floating on the gale. 
Oh ! luckless hour ! oh ! tidings full of dread : 

The hoarse-voiced raven tells a mournful tale. 
And sad proclaims the season of the dead. 

Was it for thee, O youth, in love allied. 
Close to my bosom as the spirit there ; 

The Banshee^ on the lonely mountain's side, 

Poured her long wailiugs thro' tht midnight air ? 
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bo Yhiic<^3<^ifi1 3<^ch muifi ^'x bAllA, 
50 6(ibh<^ch 6u<^i]ic le tik^c^IIA ; 

Uch ! ^ 'Uir^ifi 613, mo chpoibhe ! 
If 6 60 bh&r ^ c& p ch<^<^6he^bh ! 
If 6 60 bhap <^ii U< 'n <^ oiMiche ! 
If ^ &o bhap <^n cOmhi^ibh Aip bh<^oinibh ! 

^*l i^5uinn ^^noi}*, mo bhpon I 

yiUMbh 6e6p, 6i'x 5ul> <^*T ci^^bh, 
"^Pei^fbA 6h(imn ^'x bpife^bh cpoibhe* 

Uch ! ^ bh&ir, bo le^s cO ch^bhce, 

bl^ich ^*x X^^^ ^P T»-S^3e ir ^ip^ 
fTIo Tiu<^p ! itTop yh^T^^mh <^ip bo bhu^h. 
5<^n ceAp i^p n-b^^ne bhul 'y <^n uAi3h. 

7i rp^iplm3 Idnn bA ce<^nn ^ U^mh, 
*2l3 coT<^mc ceipc ^ 3h<^oil 'y <^ bh&imh, 
y^^ mhap3e ^ <^chAp u^t<^iI -pern, 
If Upmhtimh^n bo f u<^ip cKi ^ 3-C&T1. 
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The seas and shores around each cavern'd bay, 

Sullen and sad re-echoed to her wail ; 
The shrill-voiced cock, loud herald of the day^ 

Forgot his task, the coming day to hail. 

Yes, youth beloved ! her sorrows dark and deep 
She poured for thee — my soul's supreme delight f 

For thee, what crowds in bitter anguish weep ! 
Crowds whose clear day thy death has changed to night. 

Since thou art gone, what voice our hearts shall cheer i 

What now is left but grief's incessant flow ? 
The long and loud lament, the scalding tear, 
. And all the agonies of hopeless wo ? 

Death, thy cold tempest, of its fairest bloom. 
And proudest, loftiest branch has disarrayed ; 

Thou deem'dst no triumph great till in the tomb. 
Oh ! luckless hour, our people's chief was laid. 

When sword met sword, to guard his country's right. 
Amongst her foes what terrors dealt he round ! 

Beneath his sire's victorious banners bright. 
Or Ormond'si far in foreign lands renowned. 
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4^1 bhiobh b^ile n^ Cuiftce ^^iji Aon chop, 
y^9i che$i6h bit$in n^'ji p|:&bip pt^6hce<^ch, 
71 TheMbhch$ip bKHiy, *x ^ chp^bhe c^ur&A, 
CpS bh^l* <^n $i5-vhip bu6h mh^p ^ b-qieibhibh. 

Ovshpe ce<^pc i^inme, A 3hp<^b<^im, \ ^ peinne, 
7Vx oTshpe ^ fd^ice Ann s^ch i^pb b'Cipinn, 
fTlAp chpAnn nA bAipe bubh mAiyeAch A ph^ucbAin, 
6o sheAll 30 leAchjjAbh 30 leAchAn A 3heu3A. 

■ 

^fi wiAp p bo bhibh A n-b&n bo'n c-Teimh-yheAp, 
7lchc bul 't <^i* n-uAi3h 30 h-uAi3neAch 'n A AonAp ^ 
Uch ! If cpeAch phAbA ^ le nA 1$ ! 
If bpon cpotbhe b'i^ ch&li 30 be6i3h ! 

^X in^rhAip 1 1f rpoin y^ chumhAibh, 
7lip n-bul 30 luAch b*^ ceile A n-uip, 
'ZlchAip A clAinne, 'y ^ ^^Ab 3hp&bh, 
Och ! If 1 bo ^uAip A cp^bh ! 

^ leAni^Aibh f^ An ^pAch 30 be$i3h, 
"^pAoi 3hleAnncA bubhA riK f leibhce ceoibh, 
^ chlunifeAp AbhApe 30 binn A3 feibeAbh, 
^K 3uch A 3hAbhAp Aip bheinn An c-fleibhe. 
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Not wont was Courtown * to be wrapped in clouds^ 
Dense clouds of sorrow which no light can chase ^ 

But now its faithful lord affliction shrouds, 
Reft of the heir and glory of his race. 

Heir of his name, his dignity and power, 
Heir of demesnes afar thro' Erin spread ; 

Like the strong oak majestic did he tower, 
And promised high to rear his branchy head. 

Far other lot his destinies ordain ; 

To feel the force of death's untimely dart. 
For him, his widowed partner mourns in vain ; 

No balm, for aye, shall heal her wounded heart. 

A mother she, in deepest wo opprest. 

Weeps for her first, sole love, her children's sire 

Snatched prematurely from her faithful breast : 
Tis she, that feels affliction's fiercest ire. 

Ne'er in the chase, shall he with early mom. 
Sweep o'er the mist-clad hills by moor or lake ; 

Ne'er hear the stirring music of the horn, 
Nor sweet-voiced hound the mountain echoes wake. 
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^ yhciCFe^fi i ^^iji Ui<^ich-e<^ch 63, 

C^ cU^ochl$bh ^^ifi ^ wih^iTe 30 6c$i3h, 
^lifi ^ mh$[i6h<^chc 60 chuic qiofn-che66h. 

21 l&mh bh|tonnc<^ch 30 Tp^^nn 'n A luTbhe, 
71 chpdibhe wei^nmrK^ch nK^ftbh 3i^n bh|ti3h, 

f e^pc n<^ 3-ce6lp<^6lK^ chi^fK^T 30 h-^pb. 

Y*oluf An 6^in ni pp&inn bo*b chUi, 

7lchc c$fvihp^lp6h 30 h'&pb mo chumh^^ibh^ 
'Jlip pUe^^bh bhiiinn beip ^Aot bhape 3<^ch l^^, 
9lip Chu<^mbA An ChuppAibh bo chp^bh mo chpolbhe. 
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Nor fly impetuous on the fleet young steed, 
O'er fence or fosse, with many a rapid bound ; 

MaiTed is bis beauty — checked the hunter's speed, 
And all bis glory wrapt in shades profound. 

Cold is the hand that bounty opened wide ; 

Relaxed the heart with manly spirit strong : 
Fallen the hero's son, the minstrel's pride. 

The friend and guardian of the sons of song ! 

Tho' for no poet's lay bis virtues call, 

Yet shall the muse my grief aloud proclaim ; 

With every closing day my tears shall fall, 
And on the tomb bedew my hero's name* 
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coiticji6») ia\i br)^T TT)e^i5n^iii cr)i'U|t^icr). 



le Ye<^3h<^n O'CuAmA,* 



Aiji iiih6ji-Tle<^i-Aibh [Vl^ish, 
5^11 <^6n be'n cjieibh bh^^oribhA \'m ch6iji, ^^'y mo pnuAince 

6*^ yeoldbh chum ytkm 2 
CAobh leiy An 6-cji6un-<^mhAin mhSji, bo 6'<^oibhinii A 3IS11 

2l'x cS'ji bh'<^&6hji<^ch mo p&m-ye *ymo che6l, a3 T3cnmhle 
be'n bh|i6n 6ubh i^'m 6h?ut ! 

21 n-&nphe<^ch6 a3Cji6un-Tcoijim mhJp, A'm cHTmchioll <^iji 
bhojib^^ibh nA cji^ish, 

41^ h-em bhe<^3<^ A3 qi&3eAnn A 3-ce6il, A'r rUm-ch|tAiinA 

A ii-3le6i6h-bh|iuib iiA m-bAit|t 5 
Ci3 nSull-bubh A'r 'rp&jilm3 cAp c6iji, 03 cAop-UrAbh A'y 

coipneAch $1* ?L|i6, 
^6. Tp^ujichA A3 6Ao|i-i-hileA6h beop, le'p lion cuile mop- 

|*h|iuch nA [Vli(i3h ! 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN 
CLARAGH MAC DONNELL.^ 



BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



As lonely, erst, on Maig's green banks reclined/ 
I gave my thoughts to fancy's bland controul ; 

The stream's soft murmurs mingling with the wind, 
Made music sweet and soothing to my soul. 



,- \ 



Soon changed the scene— the birds forgot to sing, 
Cow*ring and trembling in their leafy bowers ; 

Night robed the sun, blue flashed the lightning's wing, 
S weird the brown flood, for heaven wept copious 
showers. 
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yoTllTe \*x ^^^ lochji^^inn 'n ^ H^mW j 
ll'X bo'm Uipmhei^T h^ chi^omh-chloy f'K n'bheSish n<^ n<^oi 

n-3uch' bu6h shlSp-shoYici^ cKil, 
'iX n-$inphe<^ch6 60 lei5eA&A{t 3e$in, 30 namhne^ch 

TUo&<^6h [Vl^^c 6$iiihiiAill chum b^ii*." 

^X t^ bap <^n nJeiji-bhjium3e<^l mhSp, le jiiomh Calliope tk^ 

3-c^p6 ; 
" 4li 6ho <^on bume <^ 'n-Cipmn ^x c$ip, i^ ch<^o1iie<^bh be 

3hloji-3huch ix ^pb, 
4l& <^ ch|i&3hche bo Th^^op-chup \ 3-cl6bh, <^chc bh<^o1bh-p 

bap &pim mo 13&I le<^c Aip b-cOii*, ^^'y c^^oin-p 30 b^pAch 
A'm bhe^i3h ! 

** Ysl^ul b^up^^ch puj c&m cAp 3i^ch rs^ol, TS^ul ppiomh- 

3hona^, cp5ibhe-U^3 An c^x ; 
YS&ul b'eip3hibh qie 3h^up-nimh An bhpom, le'p fineAbh 

Ap le63An Aip U^p I 
2ln r-A^n be chpabh 5'^AobhAil-3hlAiT bo bheol, mo 

chAomh-bhpollAch e$l3hAch 3Achl&, 
Chu3 Y^ich A3U1- peim Ann 3Ach \iib, cAp xh^eichibh nA 

h-C$ppA 30 U^n. 
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Nine nymphs^ and in their bands nine tapers flamed, 
Came nigli, with shrieks that filled the concave sphere, 

And thus, in voice immortal, loud exclaimed : 

" Weep, Bard, with us, o*er Donald's lowly bier." 



Then thus Calliope — ** In mournful lays. 
To none but thee of Erin's bards belong. 

With us to feel and weep^to sing the praise. 
And laud the virtues of the son of song. 



** Dire is the tale— our lion sinks to rest — 
For him let sorrow pour the tearful stream ; 

Of all the Gael now I loved him best. 

Him of all bards that Europe boasts supreme. 



^' Lovely he bloomed, e'en as the oak exceeds 
The lowly shrub, all bards he passed afar ; 

Sweet was his song of high heroic deeds ; 
The minstrel's pride, the poet's polar star ! 
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" 5'^-bhile \oi\b^ mo ytop, 60 b'<^oiji6e <^ mSti-iniT ^il, 
&o yh^^ochpinsh t)^ b^uyA 3<^n cheoibh, 'y n&'ji T3?^iobh 

Ache <^i|i nih$|i6h<^ch6 5<^ch m^il ; 
'Zl cheimibh Ann ynA cji&shnbh bu6h chp^n, A bh-'piobh- 

bA 5h^u|i-chui3TeAch, A^heApAch 'y An 3-ce$l, 'y bA 
phjuomh-choinseAl e^luiy bo'n n-6^imh ! 

" CiseAi* A'y ceip-bheAch nA n-e6l, Ap bh-piiiomh-Ybilifeh 

?LijibhjieAchAch ^pb, 
60 p&bh'peAbh 3Ach &Aop-cheiiT 3An c65hbhAchc, 5'&p 

T3liTobhA6h A' n-eolAy nA bh-Y^ish ! 
"TPeAp sl^-sheAl, bA qi&3hcheAch, ceApc, cSip, bA bllye 

60'n ch'p^mn chape 3Ach l<^ ; 
*^o\x &3hnihini-|n ope, A *2len-niheic nA 3-conihAchc 60'b 

nAomh-bhpo3 30 yeSlcAp Ap n-bi^mh ! " 

•Zln TPeApc-lAoibh. 
^h chUiib A C&, A l&n-leAc, *x ^T ^P^" ^^'i> c-yluA3h, 
TpeAp tii3Ach, T^mh, y^p-oilce A3 yeolAbh |nA6h, 
hubh chUi bo'n n-b<<inih ^pb-inii* ^hobhlA, puAp, 
'Zln fionn-'phlAich ye&3hAn CUpAch [71 Ac 6$mhnAill uAiy ! 
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^^ A druid, in whose mind her honey-dew. 
As in a comb, did science richly store ; 

Kind was his heart, brave, generous, loyal, true, 
Great King of Heaven reward him evermore. 



EPITAPH. 

'Tis thine, broad stone, the relics dear to guard 
Of one deplored, who cold beneath thee lies ; 

The gentle Donald, Clare's illustrious bard/ 
The prince of poets, generous, good, and wise. 



VOL. II. 
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P<^cqiuice O'Conchubh^^ip \ii ch^^n. 



jVIo chtunh^ibh ! mo chfte^^ch ! mo chne<^6 ! mo bhe$6h-loc ! 
jVIo ch[tei5hib-nTmhe qie'm ch|toT&he 50 b|ie$l^n ! 
IVIo 5hinn 3honc^ 6.\ ^^ chinit^e <^ip ire^chi^nn, 
jVIo ch^le chne^r^ ^'T ^^ bhi^iu^lqtA cho|iAch ! 



C|ie<^ch bo le^nbh 3<^ shi^yotehc le h-^se, 
5^n phuiii3 5iqfcAil 'n A 3-ciTce<^n chum itSiji bhoibh, 
5<^n {^ipb, 3^n bhuime, Aip ui|ie<^|lK^i6h qte$|t<^ch, 
2lchc me-p c& ftiAmh i^ n-biAish An 6il-p. 



5ibh sup mhmchi3 mi i^ip mijie i^ 6-ci3h An $|tA, 
'ZI'T nAch pAbhAf clrrbe A3 cup lomAipe A 3-c$ip bhuic, 
liom 'y le*b leinbh bA mhiby bo ch$mhAiple, 
*X Tiion lAbhpAiT |:eAp3Ach Aip mAibm 'n& Aip n$m liom. 
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ELLEN HARTNAN, 



A MONODY. 



BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



Oh WO ! oh sorrow ! thro' my heart have sped 
Griefs rankling barbs, and left their poison there ; 

Spouse of my soul ! now mouldering with the dead ; 
Nurse of my babes ! oh gentle, kind, and fair ! 



Ah ! hapless babes, now left forlorn to weep ; 

Them fortune cheers not — ^no kind friend receives ; 
No guardian teaches wisdom's paths to keep — 

No, none but me whom grief of sense bereaves. 



Though oft from home, and thee, perverse and blind ! 

Neglecting all, I drank the maddening bowl ; 

To me thy looks and voice were ever kind, 

Kind thy advice and balmy to my soul. 

s2 
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le yh^^tnc TfT'p chuijiii* pin3inn 'n& peoiplm3, 
|liAnih chum TUime, 3ui6him [Tluijie 30 6e6i3h leAc ! 



Qln U^ 60 cuipe^6h, mo chmjiye ! xu <^iji Yeoch^^nn, 
'X 6j\ oTbhdie poimbe, 'n uAi|t choiiAiitce<^r cu A'6 chop<^mh, 
Ch^mi3h bhK 6-cjn<^n m'^^oi^e 6'<^$n-c-Tuim, jy bU^h liow, 
&o mhe<^ch mo chitoTbhe, mo bh|if3h ''^ux 1^*0136 ! 



5^bh<^im le h-<^iy 6 mhAc n^ h-0i3he n-bmbh, 
5u|i imiji opm be<^jic le ce^^fic n^ c$ji<^ch, 
ly cu bhpCTch u<^im 30 lu<^uh <^iji ipe^chch^^nn, 
[Vl<^ji n&'p chuilleAr 60 mh<^ich bheich bh-|:<^6 ^ 3-comh^i|i 
liom. 
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Ne'er did I see thee wound a neighbour's fame, 
Ne'er heard thee raise a rough and clamorous voice ; 

Ne'er wert thou slow to grant the sufferer's claim, 
For which> in heaven, oh may'st thou aye rejoice ! 



Mas ! the day that saw thy beauties. fade. 

Ere the last night had stretched thee in the tomb ; 

Age came upon me, all my strength decayed. 
Grief froze my heart and withered all my bloom. 



Though dire tlie blow, I vow before high heaven 
'Twas just, and reverenced be its just decree ; 

Just, to resume the blessing it had given. 
Too great such blessing for a wretch like me ! 



Yet must I mourn, since death, that tyrant dread ! 

Still ruthless, stern, inexorable found. 
Such tragic horrors has around me spread. 

And left my. soul in deep affliction drowned. 
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coi]tc2i6r) e^6r)M0iii6 i)r)ite^cr)<ii^ncr) 



91 C^^hmomb bhite<^hnAich, A chitib 'r ^ 3h|i&bh mo 

chl^bh! 
4^0 chumhi^ibh ! s^n cuyA A3UX me-p Aip bh&jip An 

c-rl^bh, 
&o cheAnn <^nn m'uchb A'r m^ ^5 p^Abh bo bh&l, 
*X 3® b-cAbh-Aipprin ui-t<( le oomAnn, A shp&bh ! o'n 

11-^5. 



^ h-i An 3hAoch-p A n-iAp ni^ An ^FheAiichAinn-TO A 

n-uAy, 
41& fJoji^chup TOO TOuinatie b'-pKis cAnA too shjiuAbh, 
2lchc An c-ionAb-coinne bhibh eAbpATOn Aift fhliAbh bi^n 

nA ccuAch, 
5uii b1 An &ei5hntn lib bo cbonsbhAibh rii bWbh Un 30 

b|tuAch. 
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EDMOND WALSH, 



A PASTORAL DIRGE. 



Oh Edmond I cboice and portion of my heart, 
Wert thou but with me on the mountain's height } 

Could soft endearments' life again impart, 
I'd clasp thy death-cold form with fond delight. 

Ah ! shall we ne'er again together trace 
The mountain of cuckoos' soft, grassy steep ^ 

In Dinan's depth is found thy dwelling place ;' 
How light all other woes, when this I weep ! 

For thy pure soul ascends my ceaseless pray'r, 
A fearful vision tells me thou art gone ; 

In Loughree's tide thy corse the fishes share. 
And feast upon that form where beauty shone. 
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^Zliylins bhp&se chon^^ijic n^ ceubchA bume, m^'i* plop, 
50 |U^ibh €<^bhmonb bpe&sh, yeimh-shlAn *n \ yhe<^T<^inh 

b|toniiAifn |:&n 5'^^nAm 3lSi3e<^l 60 ITIhuipe 'suy bo Ch|MoiT, 
'X bo chollAnn chAomh b'& polldbh ^^3 ©13 Aip U^p loch<^- 



C& cumhAibh '3U1- bi^ille <^ip 3hleJ^nn 'y <^ip chomne, <^'t 

ce$bh ^\\i 3Ach ^pb, 
Ci( c6ubch<^ binne ^^3 cumhAibh 'y ^3 iom<^bh ^^3 |nop-!-3hul 

3<^chl&, 
Cp6 €<^bhnionb mhiliy, <^&i-mheic |7lhuipe, cpe<^b bo 

bhe<^ni:<«jh c^ch ? 
b'gu3 ZU'X^ ^n chp^^obh-inhullAich bhibh <^ip ch^obh Aw 

c-yleibhe bh^^in ! 
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In mist the mount is clothed, the vallies mourn, 
The poor bewail thy loss, their hope is fled ; 

Ah ! who shall now relieve their stated forlorn. 
The topmost branch of Slieve bawn's side is dead. 



i 
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b«i^ci5i)e'a[i<fiQi ibr)e2i6i)Qici). 



CpS dK^idiTie<^inli 6. chi^bh^^ipc bo jru^iite n^ T^u<^b- 
i:hoilce bpej^sh, 
bu&h chpiofk^lU^ch, &u<^lAcTi {^ip lu^ch-chpi^h 50 t^^iU 
'Tf T pUip Ti^ m-b^Ti fehun-n^-in-bAiic, bhe chjiti n^ bh- 
'Fe<^Ii Ti-euchc<^ch i, 
Yifip shi^ji bo*Ti Ti-6i(iic-i:he<^ii bliT6h 5-ctiu<^bh-ch^ch n^ 
b-{tilleu{t T, 

Ui^iyle bhe '11 cap t i Chill-ch^ij^ ^ Tt&ic, 
01 cpu<^bh-chinYle bhtpe<^ch t& s-cpoibhe mlK^ich ^6n 
ch^im. 

ly bjie^sh, be<^T <( |^ucIi<^iti, *t ^ h-^ubAn ^^n ceimhioll, 
^ ^ b^ nih<^1A ch<^olA in<^p ch<^$n-c<^pp<^in5 piTiTi ; — 
71 be^^pc^bh bhpe&sh, p^ulc<^ch in<^p ch<^0Tnh-eA1A <^ip Unn, 

01 bAlY<^in-5hob chpoibhe<^p5 't ^ ^^^^ ch^ilce cIk^oTI ; 
It c6.oin, ce<^pc 6 cpoibhe 3e<^l, 3<^ti Tnhuibhe<^Tnli ^*t it 
b&^pc^ch 1, 
PptoTnh-che<^pc 5<^ch pop-irhlAich ^*x b'jrhiop-TCoich ik^ 
n-5peu5<^ch 1, 
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THE LADY IVEAGH,' 

AN ODE. 



BY EDWARD LAWSON. 



Bereft of repose^ I am destined to languish 

In hopeless desire and incurable anguish. 

For the maid of fair tresses, whose ringlets of gold. 

Her fine figure with graceful profiision enfold. 

The flower of her sex, of heroical line, 
Khi to Desmond and Ormond in battle divine ; 
Her pure noble blood from a heart without stain, 
Swells with generous emotions the pulse of each vein. 

In her forehead of snow o^er her star-sparkling eyes, 
ArchM brows like fine hair-strokes with dignity rise ; 
From her soft ruby lips and small ivory teeth, 
The blithe air is embalm'd by her delicate breath. 
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PeuplA 3<^n 'ponnc<^t <^3ut colfip c<^ilce'i 6'i:^T« 
ZK Tbei|i-bhe<^Ti bhpe^sh bh$uT<^ch <^i|i <^ti 6-c<^obh-p bhe 

'yi plup n<^ m-bi^Ti ni<^o|tbh<^ ^'say ceiji ti<^ in-be<^cli mtn, 
b'^^p chuijilins <^n Ti<^oinh-n3ioii<^6 le &<^on<^chc 'n <^ citcfT&he, 

'I' 1 colu|t c<^ilce <^Ti cii6<^n-i:huil <^'t 3<^n 6h\ cho5<^l qiib: 
*Y 6e i:hp6<^nih-che<^iic n<^ n-3iioT6he-i:he<^p i Tpliiop-Ch<^ipolr 
l)e<^bhen'r t, 

f&iinh-bhe<^n n\ n-bh^h-hhe^fiz 6e rh{te<^n-|:huil n<^ 

pheniq* c<^ii c|tiiich sup chuiiilins 'n ^ l&nii}^ 
b*K <(ice<^iiili nK^fi i-h^mpW, 3up 6K'|nln3 <^ici <^n bhi^jip. 

^l U(imh mhiTi 3h]ie<^Tic<^, n6<^c<^ ^\\i <^^l-bhii<^c ^ tcpiobh^T, 

loin3e<^T <^ip qi^un-mhuip <^3ut ^unlAich ^^ip chp<^oibh ; 
4|il ciiii' muibhimh <^3 beichibh, fSup l& le ce<^pc ^n -plioT 

Chu3 l&yoTi in<^c ^l^on 'n <^ ch<^ol-bh<^pc ch<^p coinn^ — 
'Y i lonnp<^&h CCU13 3-c$i3e<^6h'i, 'j^ ly mimze^'j ^T W^5K 

Yiup-3h<^p 6o'n &iiiic-'phe<^p 'y ^^ Tfhuiliobh^n b6<^p<^ch 1 
1<^p1A che<^pc &he<^]TnhuTnh<^ ^ &he<^pnili(i& bu6h ch&im, 

T 5^^^ ^''i^P ^5 ce<^chc chfiichi 6 3hlAT-yhi(iip 30 ^&f 

Ci( bh<< mh<^m<^ ne<^cA <^ip A h-<^el-bp^3h<^i6 bbpei^sh, 
mhin, 

'X ^ pJ<^b le<^b<^i|t, 3hlei3e<^l, m<^p cheu6-chop<^6h <^n 
5poi3liin 3 
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Kind, cheerful, and bounteous, without ostentation, 
The light of the province, the pride of the nation ; 
A pearl without flaw, a meek innocent dove. 
Her enchanting politeness compels us to love. 

Pure as virginal honey ; the spirit divine. 
Descending, her heart made humanity's shrine ; 
And such her perfection, that none of the fair 
To vie with my Phoenix of beauty must dare. 

On the smooth snowy silk her light fingers portray. 
Ships that sail thro' rich landscapes, and birds on the spray; 
She eclipses the goddesses vaunted of old. 
And would win Jason's fleece, and the apple of gold . 

Her round polish'd neck, and her soft heaving bosom. 
Are white as the hawthorn's delight-breathing blossom; 
Unaffected and affable, witty and wise. 
Both Helen and Deirdre must yield her the prize. 

Say, glory of bards ! to whose judgment I bow,' 
Have I hazarded ought that truth must not avow ; 
How could I from praising this angel refrain, 
Of the right royal lineage descended from Spain. 
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C]te bhmne^hc ^ b^Un bo zhjiix^ p^n ^ phtob, 

^3UT P&jiiT b'^ m-bubh-leiT t rtiop bhdesh^l c<teh ik^ 

b^ijib Ch]narb ; 3<^n Tnho]tphoifnp^ cTi|t^oich 3^ch lAoch 

&&ltb{te ^Ti 6&5-3I11I 3U11 3li$ill bhip ^Ti b<(p|i, 
'Zl Ti-5^obh^ill-chei[u:, ^ n-b^^bhAchc, <^ bh-|:&le 't ^ 
cc^iL 

C^ mo liap <^3 6ul cliii3<^c-TA, ^ u3hbAi{t 3<^ch T:<^i3h, 
'Y ih^I't c|i$UT<^TiTi le TC{tubAbh i, tioit timhUn3liifn i:<^oi 

•Zlchc 3U|i <^3 qi&chb<^6h i^ip <^n |tiiic-bhe<^n, bhitei^shy 
fnh<^nU^, bubh mh^inn IMm <^ bhach, 
*^ ^ m^p-chuiTl^bhi^ibh bHTiie<^ch<^ irK^p ^ TC|tTobhch<^p 
*T eAbh l$i3hche<^ii ^ 3-ce^iic, 
/)Pi3hce ce<^|tc-|:TiuAibhce <^Tin t^ti mh$|i-|:huil bo b*i:he&]iii, 
6e chpei^bh che<^[ic nd [110311 1 bo yKTolpuish o'n Yp&inn. 
01 m-biobh ce<^3hlAch chum Tuibhce <^3ut t^fshe ^nn 3^h 
^[ib chui3e9 
QI3 Ipoll <^3 u<^T<^l <^3 3iiu<^3<^ibh ^ <^3 i:^i3hibh |\nlc ; 
C<^ichT3lie •<^3 3<^iT3e<^bh<^ibh bheich <^3 3le^c<^'ibhe<^chc le 
mn<^ibh, 
^^lij -pl^blK^ 3lAn^ liomhch<^ 6j\n b'^ 3'Cuimhbe<^chc 
3<^ch qt^ch. 
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To whose splendid abodes hospitality's hand, 
Was open alike to the good and the grand ; 
Where plenty presided, and champions renown'd, 
Presenting their trophies by beauty were crowned. 

While sweet fluent poets with rapture inspired — 
Symphonious to melody chaunted untir'd-^ 
Applauded their actions and those of their line. 
And inflam'd them the deeds of their sires' to outshine. 



272 IRISH MINSTRELSY. 



le Z^bh^ 5<^obhUch. » 



^Itchop 5<^% <^3UT cjieiin 6o'ti fTIKTr-'phuil mhoti, 
ye^ji Tuilbhiji Teimh ^ S-cp^ ti<^ Uubhe ^o} *n bli-i:o5, 
'Y e 6onnch<^6h qt^n^ bh<^ile-^o6h<^, mo mhlle bpon ! 



bpon <^3UT ctimlK^ibli qie fyihuTcpdibhe tJ^piTK^ 30 piteimh, 

Cp^ip n<^ Ti-buichce<^6h<^ <^ 3-cl(ii6 f^oi le<Vc<^ibh 30 |:don 

C$ip n<^ b-ppioTiTiT^^bhi^ 6*(ip-chpdoibh Ch<^ipll n^ p&cy, 

'y <^ n-3le$i6h n<^ b-ceAnn-3hTitoinh b'ionnpi3he^&h 

rK^Tnh<^i& le 'p<^obh<^p. 



30 ^^T> 
'^P&le, coiiK^nn-y^iic, ^'t CU13P le linn <^n 3b&bli^i6h, 

Yin qi&3hche <^n bhile, 'j ^^ chupiK^inn ! 'x ^n n-uip 
-pi^oi l&p ! 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF DENIS 

MAC CARTHY/ 



BY EDWARD LAWSON. 



The Hgh and wail of Inisfail ! her hero is no more, 

In the cold clay, the good, the great, lies weltering in 

his gore ; 
Ah fatal shot ! each noble stem with him is now laid low. 
The lord of vast and rich domains — unutterable woe ! 



Woe wide and wild through Muskry's vales ! beneath the 

moss-grey stone, 
The prince of CasheFs regal branch lies powerless and 

alone \ 
His keen-edg'd blade in battle's front flash'd withering 

lightnings round. 
His matchless might and hardihood be ever more 

renowv^dl 

VOL. II. T 
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"U^li ^ nK^ichiofi^, IT Tn<^i{t5 ^ 3-ceill 50 qi&ch ! 
uil, "F&l, 

']Pi<^3h<^i6he 3<^n )n<^"Fiiui3he b<^ p<^bAiiine<^ch m^inn, 
C^ 6i<^6h<^i6he<^chc, ci<^ll-ehiTin,ce<^nTi<^l' ^'j c<^oiiih<^chr, 
^A n-6i<^Ti-lm6he "p<^orn li<^ch-li3 le'ji ci^ij-ce^^bh <^ti 
Uech. 

l<^6ch 3iioi6he bhe'n ph|teiTnh-<^i|t& Chi^ppchi^ich 3hil^ tiip, 

'n Aji 3-cionn, 

T 5"n ceimp^T <^ip ch<^ebh 5^^^^'^''' ^^ ^^^^ m<^pbh <^' 
n-uip. 

*X 6ii\ (iip 6 coi3le<^6h 6onnch<^fch 6. 3-CTll-chp6 ch-p<^p, 
f7l<^p chuile bhopb, 3ibh pilbhip, ci^oTn, Tcimh, -pK^l ; 
bA chon3n<^nih coT^nci^ ^*x cochui3hche 6'& bhUTbhin 

Tpein pi<^mh 
C^ <^n buichche pllAmh 'j ni'l pollA&h be'n c-pol ):& n' 

iAbh<^bh. 
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Renown' d J conspicuous in the van^ while trumpets peul'd 

to arms, 
Wav'd his bright crest, till death*s sad hour invincible in 

arms; 
Yet mercy stay'd his conquering hand, still generous 

and just, — 
Alas, our stately pine lies stretch'd in ruin on the dust. 

Dust hides the comellest of mankind, muniiicent and 

brave, 
Who never fail'd his friends from foes and dungeons drear 

to save ; 
The great and learn'd he entertained, and all their worth 

combin'd,— 
'Neath yon grey stone that marks his grave each virtue 

lies enshrined. 

Enshrined with this illustrious branch of Carthy's 

vigorous tree, 
Our prop, our spear and shield, from wrong and want 

who kept us free j 

A foaming t4)rrent, when arous'd he swept the embattled 

plains ; 
The country's desolate ! — not one of all his race remains. 



276 IRISH MINSTRELSY. 

ll*. itK^&Ti *T IT bAiK^ib 60 chlAnnAibh cheipc ^lumh^n 

n<^ lAoi, 
fee'n qii<^di-i:huil Ch<^|t|tch<^Tnh<^il Ch<^ipll 60 bhpus^bh 
luchc can. 

b<^ che<^nn le c|i$<^ti, 'y bubh yli^imh le 6p<^3<^iTi bKTobh U3, 
5^6h sup le<^bh<^iii <^ peim m'p 6h<^ep |:e<^ft be<^lbh n<^ 

jie<^clic ! — 
C^m T1& clA&i 'n ^ mh&nn ni'p cui5e<^6h <^'iti mlieAT, 

ye^fi <^oTbhinn, Te<^n3<^-choipp, 3l^3e<^lj up, 

bubh fhiiibhce pei^pfi^, b<^ ch<^ichne<^mlu^iche 36113 <^'t 
cum, 

pubh<^l, 
21Y It <^Ti c-iTie<^chc<^ 'n ^ le<^c<^ibh, cpe lAT^bh n^ 3-c<^op 
'n ^ 3hn(ii|'. 

5nuiT 3hp<^ihinh<^p, iT <^i^"e 6'K bh-|:e<^c<^6h-T<^ yr^T, 
pObhi^ip chp<<^i&hce <^ip <^ th-W^t Ti<^ch 6-CU3 upp<^iin 
bo'b rl»no6h ! ^ 
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Remains ? ah yes ! immured for life in solitude they pine^ 
The last of Monster's genuine stocky Mac Carthy's royal 

line ; 
Dissimulation and deceit were odious in bis sight, 
Oh ! with his funeral torch is quench'd our clergy's holy 

light. 

Light, vigorous and erect his form, of symmetry the 

mouldy 
Created to command and charm the beauteous and the 

bold ; 
The berries' glow through new-fallen snow was blended 

in bis cheek. 
His gracious smile proclaimed his soul benevolent and 

meek. 

Meek but majestic in his mien ! oh death ! thou, only 
thou. 

Durst unabashed, unawed, confront that calm command- 
ing brow.; 

Grun spoiler hence, who Erin plunged in deep and 
cureless anguish. 

The last of our Iberian line alas ! in bondage languish. 
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fehe n<^ le$3h<^in c1i<^lni<^, 6he shlAn-yrhuil n<^ |li$3h v'n 

bubh cheinne<^]n<^ch <^ l^p in<^ch<^ipe no <^ 3-co|-cAp 

luchb c(^iT3che ik^ h-eA3luife, luchc 3peinn A'j- |r^ip. 

Y*c^ip bhoilbh m<^p 60 chloi|-e<^nTi pbh cl<^oi6hce 'p<^nn 
5urt b'6'n b^T choi3le<^f 3Ach poll<^6h 'c<^ n-6<^epbhpoib 

chilli, 
fyi<^pbh<^pp 6o:u\i|*<^ip <^p m-bochc<^ine<^chr, 60 cl<^oibh- 
. e<^6h 'n <^ 3-cionn, 
*2lp |3i<^ch-cho|n<^imh, <^p Ti-upT<^ <^p n-fcl5eAn, 'y <^p 

3-ce<^nTi. 

C«^nn-cpe$p<^ch ti<^ 'TpSbl^, <^3ut 'pulU^ifi3 n<^ Ti-5^obh<^l. 
Ce<^nn-coi3e <^n le63<^n, 5o up|*<^ <^nn 3<^ch ceim, 
CeAnn 6'ip$ipe<^6h 60 p^-bhoichc, i^'y 6'C<^3lui|' te, 
60 che<^nn coipi3hche <^ 3-comhp<^inn cuii* opid <^3ui' 
ei3hmhe<^cbc. 



ODES, ELEGIES, ETC. 279 

Languish ! oh melancholy tale ! defeated, in disgrace, 
In dens and chains the last remains of lordly lion race ; 
And worst of woes, our spear and shield, prime leader 

of the Gael, 
Mac Carthy More is lost, and long we're doom'd to sigh 

and wail. 
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016 feO CT)l^l<fl<fl^nbT) MIlCHfel), 



6i<^ libh ^ lAoclip<^bh Sh^^^i^hi^lj 
^^ cluince<^Tt clAoibhce<^chc oiip<^ibh, 

66unc<^li libh comshlic c<^lni<^ 

^21 bhui6he<^n ApmshlAn 'p<^oilce<^ch, 

y^ che^nn bliup bh-|:e^|t<^inn 6uchch<^iT 

Puipc uji-shoiitc iiife 5<^oi5hiol. 

(Tl&bh Xil libh <^3iiA6h dpe<^nn, 

^21 3h^nt<^l6h ceime<^nn 3-c|t66h<^, 

^1^ 're<^chnui6h ^uchc n<^ iopshuil, 

^A c<^ch<^ mioncA mcuK. 

ye^}}\i bheich <^ m-b<^ppAibh 'puAip-bheAnn, 

71 bh-ipeidie^mh yhu^n sbeJ^pp 3hpinninlie<^p, 

Ti^ feil3 cpoi<^ <^p f'e^m e<^chqK^nn, 

'5<^ bh-v^^il 'pei^pi^nn bhup pTij-e^^p. 

fTIo ^x m&Xl 3up h-<^3p<^5h libli-ye, 

fyi<^3h li^yre no liof Ce<^mhp<^, 
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ODE TO THE MILESIANS. 



BY EDWARD LAWSON. 



God shield you, champions of the Gael, 
Never may your foes prevail ; 
Never were ye known to yield, 
Basely in the embattled field. 

Generous youths, in glittering arms. 
Rouse at glory's shrill alarms ; 
Fight for your green native hills. 
And flowery banks of flowing rills. 

Ireland, to avenge or save. 
Many a conflict you must brave ; 
And on rough crags in storms and snows, 
Snatch a short though sound repose. 



{ 
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^0 rrnn-chlx^ii C|iu<^chn<^ |7ieAbhbh<^ ! 
ll* 6ich culnihne, \ chlAnn<^ |7file<^6h, 

Cu3 opfK^ibh 3<^n <^3[i<^6h C<^ilre<^n 
4^0 tKzh C|iToch fVI<<i3h|ie<^ch nK^ii-be^^n. 

Cu3 opfK^ibh, ^ 03bh<^i6h bh<^nbh<^, 

bheich bKibli up|i<^iYi<^ch uiiih<^l 

bo iiihe<^|i-i-lilu<^3h 3unnh<^)i 3<^ll&<^. 

*2lelic n<^ch beom le &i<^, A Cipe, 

yibh le ch&le bo chon3n<^nih, 

4^1 bheibh bhu|i m-bu^ib \ w-^inythe&chz 

II3 xlu<^3h cjiioch lSi&iYihe<^ch lon6<^in. 

C|i?L&h liom e<^chqt<^inn &<^ bh-]p$3h|i<^bh 

|lio3h|i<^i6h p&hlA Y 6. n-oipe<^chc, 

'y r\6.ch 3$i|iche<^p biobh '11 6. n-6uclich<^i- 

llchc ceicheipn curh<^l coille ! 

'X iA{} TpSin <^ n-slMnnri^ibh 3<^pbh<^ 

lAoicli bh<^nbh<^ be<^3 b'\ leAchqtom, 

1l3U|* ):onn niin <^n chU^ip-i'eo Chpiomhch^^m, 

^213 ):e<^KAiti ):hicchiiih<^ip C<^chrponn. 
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Slow to wrest your father's land 
From the foreign spoiler's hand ; 
You forget its fields of flowers^ 
Its stately palaces and towers. 

Not for lack of heart or nerve. 
Bloated foreigners we serve ; 
Would to heaven, united all. 
We resolved to stand or fall. 

Oh grief of heart ! proscribed at home. 
Dispersed, our chiefs and princes roam 
Through gloomy glens and forests wild, 
Hunted like wolves — banditti stiled. 

While a rude remorseless horde, 

O'tr our lovelv vallies lord ; 

Their vengeful hosts, who round us close, 

Rob my long nights of sweet repose. 

Nor till you prostrate them in gore, 
Can rapture thrill my bosom's core \ 
Empurpled squadrons bright in arms. 
Your perils rack me with alarms. 
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5<^ch pun Tpeill b^ bh-]puil chu3ch<^, 
buibhe<^n ):hK^l c1iu|t<^bh 3-co3ch<^ 
'y ^ liAch v&n\h6. <^|i ci <^ n-3on<^bh, 
6c bhap o|W^ni cobhlA copiK^ch. 
Iln qiRich bheift'c U^oich lAi3he<^n 
Cfnn 6e<^i3h-Tphe<^|i cl^ip n<^ 3-cup<^bh, 
bu^ibh C<^chrp<^nii <^n chp<^oi Chmnn p 
W m* <^i3ne yoilbhip Tubh<^ch. 
6ubh<^ch bhim-xe u<^ip cile 
fVI<^p beipib bhu<^i6h n<^ x<^oip]phe<^p, 
4^<^ 30illp c<^p conn-mhuip 
60 chomhloch 3<^Tp<^6h S^^^^li^^l^ 
Uon 3leoi6h 60 lAcchp<^i6h U^nn-shuipm, 
5<^bhAl |l<^3hTK^ill 6i<^ 6<^ n-W6e<^Ti, 
fTl^ub <^ n-3uAii'e 't <^' n-3lMnii p 
6c chuip mc mhe<^nTn<^ ^ n(iTie<^pc. 
6i<^ leS <^3 lulbhe 'i* <^3 eip3he, 
Cp&n-):hip 11* qieiTe <^ 6-c<^ch<^p, 

lee 't <^ 6-qK^ch cupch^ ^r\ ch<^ch<^. 
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No less mil glut their savage hate, 
Than root and branch to extirpate : 
God guide and guard you day and night, 
And chiefly in the dreadful fight. 

Forth warriors, forth, with heaven to speed. 
Proud in your country's cause to bleed ; 
They best may hope the victor's wreath. 
Whose watch word's " liberty or death." 
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iai<i] 60 bt)|ii2i<»i <^i 'iAU\\rif)7i o'|imii|ic. 



ye^n |7l<^c C$|iii<^ |VI<^oilclion<^i|ie \ii ch<^n. - 



ye^li A3 <^ cc<^c *^ 3nionili<^ ipeinnibh, ^ 



11 zK qiK^ch K 01* cionn |tu<^|ic<^c 

|le<^|i c6i|i C|iu<^ch<^ ** bo rhuibhmhe ; • 
Oi* clAnn<^ibh bpi<^in (Vlheic C<^ch<^ch ' 
^X e cle^^chop ^ ii* cuibhbhe. * 



■ X<^%hlAnn (e<^bhon) bpeiche<^iYih no n3he<^pn<^. — *» r<^p 
]pheAp<^nn <^ip birh A n eipinn. — ^^ <^3<^ bh^puil. — ^ y^^T^bhe. 
— "^ <^lU^iYih ):ioi-eu3<^i3h. — ^ rob<^p ye<^3r<^ (e<^6ho?i) b^inn. 
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ODE TO BRIAN NA MURTHA O'ROURKE. 



BY JOHN DALTON. 



O'er beaven-favoured Breifny a chieftain commaDds, 
Id whom all endowments of excellence join ; 

There is not a hero in Erin's green lands. 

Equals Bryan who dwells on the science-loved Boyne. 



A Tanist presides o'er the race of Hy Bnin, 
The worthy descendant of Eochy the king : 

O'Rourke and O'Conor shall grow into one, 

And the hills of each Croghan with happiness ring. 



» nsheApn^^ — *» C|iu<^cli<^n Chon<^chr. — ' coimhche<^n3<^l. — 
^ cli<^rh rhi3he<^|in<^ op (eA&hon) ci3he<^iin<^ no |li. — * op 
inie<^ll clK^ch ime<^l. 
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* 

beuT ^n h^Az^ " bhi <^3 bobhuK^inb ; 
^ diu3 6 po 3h<^bli <^ iobhn<^ ® 

Of <^ bh|:o|i6hopcb<^ ')pile<^bh 
6li3hrhe<^p mcl^&h cech "^ yl^z\\6< ; 
60 6hen ni be<^pU^ jiui-bi^cc ' 
60 bhpi<^n mo 6huchp<^chc nArh<^." 

In OpThlAc 60 Yh|ie<^inih "^phe^^psrK^ ; 
yM^\\i e^ <^ip n<^ colluibh 
'^Pil <^p bpu chcb^ip ye<^3hi'<^. 

Cum<^ eiphipc ^ ly <^icce 
6c bhpK^n 3<^n <^i3ne^6h nie<^bh1A ; ' 
^1 3iii^ch 3e<^ll^6h 3<^ii comh<^ll 
60 clochi^nb ^ ehineoil ']phe<^p3rK^. 



yMmrx^w. — *» 3<^ch. — ' ni be<^plA bc6<^ch. — • <^i|*e no 
e<^Ubhn<^ niolr<^. — * icn<^nn <^p^bh<^ 60 ^ bheirh ^^13 buine 
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Sincere are our praises of Breifny's great lord, 
Like the father of Oisin in story renown'd ; 

Since the hour when a stripling he first drew the sword, 
Where the foe dar'd to meet him he never gave ground. 

But what were the sword, if the harp should be mute. 
Or the deeds of the hero if silent the Bard ; 

Be mine the proud strains that his dignity suit, 
And ril offer to Bryan a minstrel's reward. 

Old Boyne ! from the days I have wandered thy streams. 
Or mused in the forests that shadow thy face ; 

'Twas the theme of my wishes, the thought of my dreams, 
To sing the green scion of Feargna's famed race ! 

Well is the rapture of eulogy due, 
To him in whom treachery never could lurk ; 

Whose promise is sacre.d, whose friendship is true, 
The glory of Feargna, the gallant O'Rourke. 



bon Tii eibipc (e<^6hon) p<^6h no cu<^p<^i3bh<^il. — " yteille. — 
^ onn (eAbhon) cloch, clorh (e<^bhon) clu, clorhcnn (e<^6hfn) 
Ci^ppchi^, clmrhech c6mhTiui3he<^ch 30 bu<Sn. 
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In TK^ch TphOT|icce<^6h<^ch ^ bholbh<^im » 
60 bhpii^n TK^ji Tphcshluim i^iiibhle; y 
<I1i bhi<^ ne<^c <^chc 6i^ mhoUbh 
, Cc«^Ti nicch<^ oyccufi ^^inbh^pii*. 

^p \ tnh^b 60 nice ' chuicce 

'^TK^ch biulc bume <^|i bpuim rh<^lmh<^ii ; 
Ce ^t^ ni6|i ccu<^rh 61^ chup3n<^nih * 
It '"3 upyi<^inh b^^ ch<^p3n<^inh. ** 

^^\l chuiU pi<^nih <^cc 6u<^p *" colAbh 
^p chp<^nn ccp<^ibh |tT bpa^pi^e : 
fTIc che<^n np 6Ap <^b cobiK^ch ** 
'2ln t& n<^p chclli-c^ish * 'p&le. 

Cp&6he ChoTK^ipe Cu<^lAnn 
^ in-bpK^ii 6<^n bu<^n<^nn ' buime; 
7lp e<^TlAbhp^ » i]- <^p <^ci6e *» 
It <^p 3he<^ll 3<^oixe * 3<^ch buine. 



Tph&le no cIc<^t« — ' ^^ chui3. — • ro3bhi^il no ullnihu3hA&h. 
— *»1t in3n<^nih nf 6|:&3h<^il 6^ ch<^rh<^nih. — ^^pAnn no 
|:oc<^l. — ^ II13I1 no tfi3he<^pn<^. — • n<^p loic— ^ bu^nAnn 
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In verses of mystery weave I the song. 
For one who was ever a stranger to guile ; 

To whom all the hearts of the people belong, 

Save the joyless who never have basked in his smile. 

To him as a shield although numbers have fled. 
Yet under his shadow they never knew fear ; 

And still with profusion his tables are spread, 
Though thousands have feasted there all the long year. 

The fruit-bearing tree, the chief beyond praise. 

Though like instinct his eulogy flows from our hearts; 

But he, he alone, all deaf to our lays. 

Would fain secret the fame of the good he imparts. 

The glory of Conary shines in his face ; 

Sure the breast of his nurse own'd a warrior's fire; 
Of youth is his bloom, and of manhood his grace. 

While his wisdom surpasses what age could inspire. 



muime n^ bh-)n<^nn (e<^6hon) b^ <^n<^nn <^nib<^il pob 

nK^ch<^|i be^ 6j\ z\ <^n<^, sic bu<^Ti<^nn ni<^rh<^i|i n<^ bhTpK^n on 

m IT b<^n<^. bu<^n<^nn 6m 6e<^3hnih<^c<^iti <^3 |:onice<^6<^l 

3di|%ji6h 6c TphK^n<^ibh. — « oTne<^ch. — ^ 0156. — 3lioc<^T. — 

u2 
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4|i bh-Tpuil 6u<^ ^^pe^^psiK^ ^ chcibheiT ; 
7lchz ni<^|i ^ c<^ niui|i ii* imoni-hpuch °* 
^0 lomb^ch " <^3UT oiccen ** 

Ctfimbhe P bo ditp mup puipe, "^ 
^1 HK^c muuie ' no pl&yce, 
2lchc coimpeipc ■ pish pe pTsh^^in 
4]<^ch <^p chuill mif c^ich^ ^^ST*- 

'Y^pich &on lolU^n^ch <^ich3in," 

ftpi<^n FK^ch <^p ch<^ip3h iniicle<^fnh ; ^ 
6e<^cnih<^icc '^ ]ppe<^|-^ol <^ Tph&le 
5e ueich * €ipe b^ chinnpe<^nih.y 

C&m n<< c^ip&e &^ nslee,' 
"fip bpeipie ni conb<^ch<^c ; * 
Cipp ^ mbich b^il |:op conspA ' 



I 



^ ^ hhfwX bume dip bich in Cipinn. — ' ionchcni<^pb<^iy 

pe bpidn r\^ |7luprh<^ O'jludipc. — °» T^ipse pe -fpurh 

• bh«^3. — " Cdn<^l^ch no muip bhe<^3. — ^ boimhne no muip 

mop. — P If ce<^pc no 6li3hche<^ch. — *» a3e<^pn<^, po 
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Name your chieftain in Erin, all proud as it teems 
With heroes, I care not whoever he be ; 

0*Rourke in the glorious comparison seems 
As the sea to a river, or ocean to sea ! 



And who is the Tanist dare stand in his place, 
So firm in the fight, so majestic in mien ; 

Not sprung from a lawless or lowly embrace. 
But the spotless descent of a king and a queen. 

There love of the sciences finds a compeer. 

But who can the bounty describe of O'Rourke ? 

All the pens of the land in a rival career, 

Would be worn to the core, yet not master the work. 



oipish no |io chi3he<^|in<^. — ' irpii^p^ch no be<^n coicchionn. 
— • coimhshein, — ^ mMlAclir. — " iol6<^n<^ch (e<^6hon) 6ume 
U^n &e<^lAbhii<^ibh (e^i)hon) Iu3h<^i6h l^nihiphd6<^ (l-^^mh^^il) 
— "^ n<^p ch<^iin3h ionnmh<^f . — "^ boilshibh no 6oc<^mliU^ch. 
— "" bheirh. — y ^phpicheolAmh. — ^ aliter c^m (e<^bhon) 
comhlAim ; cAlp6e (e<^6hon) j-ich ; nslee no nsleipe 
(e<^6hon); && [n-iom<^&. — ■ ni ob<^i6. — *» ybh b"e \\i bich 
lYiobh. — ^ ipop 6j\ i^pp<^nn. — ^ ion<^nn <^3Uf upp<^6h b^ 
n<^l-c^bh no w<^ cce<^n3M. 
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4]i cloT ]p6|* Y<^i|i 30 |iuiinhi6h,» 
^1 snArh 6i<^ rhmbhin ** ame, 

Cuip * ch<^rh<^ m^ji Com cculomn, 

fe^^ "^ ChopbiiK^ic iTK^c ^lipc ^^oinTphip, 
*2li3hepeipe * <^3 bpach Yi|ibh|ie<^ch. 

Tic co6<^ °* rriK^n nin<( ce<^ch|i<^ch," 
yioi3he ** i-e<^chn^ch p <^ mrhibh, "^ 
b<^il <^6<^chc ' 3le$ 6i<^ m<^6hoibh," 
Coitte * p^moin " Yop pochloibh/ 

6& cce<^3inh<^6b f7li<^ch no 'llipmhe^^bh * 
leij- ni |:ui3hbhe<^6h <^ diobh^^ip,- 
^1 bhi bhy 31^6 6on jlu^Spci^ch 
C<^pbh<^ \ Tnbu<^U^&h ^ ipip och<^ip. 



* c<^ch<^ibh. — ' iiK^c nA iiin<( 6 ime^^l n<^ iptine <^bh<^nTi 
^ cap ChoTi<Cill. — « 3up bpii-e<^6h no 3up h-ini5heAp3<^5h. 
— "^ ni 3n<^ch e<^3U^ bK ch<^obh<^6h. — • a3heApn<^ no 
r<^oi|^ch c<^rh<^. — ^ x^^5^^ Chopbni<^ic, — ' <^i3he (e^bhon) 
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In peace, the young hero is gallant and gay ; 

In war, like a whirlwind uprooting^his foes : 
Tis he whom all Breifny is proud to obey, 

• 

The bond of their union wherever he goes. 



The son of the fair one who dwells on the Boyne, 

Is never o'ercorae by a foe or a fear ; 
In the field where the deadliest combatants join, 

In the vanward of danger, O'Rourke will be there. 

Like a tower, in the battle, is he whom we sing, 
To whose shelter the race of Milesius retreat ; 

Like Cormac, the son of the Eremite king, 
His judgments are justice — his sanction is fate. 



X^^l no 3^bh<^l; ji&pe (e<^&hon) \oxb\ {e^bhon) fi^il 

l-heAnoipbe pe bpeirhe^^fnhni^l*- — °* ^^^ '^T* — " ^^^^ 
re<^rhp<^ch (e<^6hon) b<^6hbh<^. — ^ 3e<^pp<^6h. — p ccpp. — 
*» ^ cc<^rh<^ibh no \ coroibh. — ^ <^n ^ic ^ ccomhp<^c<^i6.— 
• cpenTphip, — * pubhi^l. — " poim<^ch no ni<^c npe.— ^ cop- 
p^^ibh.— ^ i)<^ li<(i3h cu<^ch &e-&<^n<^nn 6'<^irhbheo6h<^6h 
b<^oine. — * m leishei^t^ibli* <^on ne<^ch 6^ loiqpe<^&h bpw^n 
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« 

CfieAb nAch ccuipchei^p ^ ccuimhue ^ 
lAc m^fi uinche * bpi cinpei^bh,** 
In ce ij* cpiAch ^p yrhuil 'TPe^psni^,*^ 
|7lcp A ce<^pn<^ ** |:pi^ cuipe^inh ? 

2lp ^ shAoiT* <^p A e<^p3n^/ 
2lp A cebnui* ^ irpt olcuibh, 
'Zip ^ cloch, ** Ap A chonnlA,* 
Cu^^di 11* com}ip<^ ^ 5iA choshAe. 

^ 21 bheuj-^ ciA n<^ch molunn ? * 

^t bhlomhdnn "* it n1 chini5h<^ip, " 

« 

lui5hi *» neichi5h m choinse^^nii, 
6o 5hni boiTciU p 5ie bhibhbh^bh *>. 

4]i bhi cl<^oii inA i:hui3he<^ll/ 
'Zlchc po 5h?ii cumhAns peAipe,' 
<{\i bhi Uobh ' m<< le^ichbhe " 
*f An bhpe<^ch bhe<^ipiUT \Yi^h bhpeipne. 



' Cpe<^5 ni^ch ccupchAp A 3hntonih<^pch<^ <^ le<^bhp<^ibh. 
— * cdch. — ^ ni<^3h ci ipe^bh. — * pnnTe<^p m |ludipc, ui 
|l<^5h<^llAi3h, &e. — ** dbhudbh<^. — * 3I10CAT — ^ inncle<^chr. 
— ^ d bhupb<^ no inhe<^ppbh<^chc A3 co|3 olc. — **— clii.— 
, epionnAchc no ciAll. — ^ ceApmonn. — ' CiA An bume lep 
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VVIicre'er thro' the legions of battle he goes, 

Vistas of victory break in his path ; 
Like a wolf in the midst of his awe-stricken foes, 

He battens on carnage, he riots in death. 

Even Miach and Arvey, reuown'd as they were. 
The wounds of his sword would their science defy ; 

To all who oppose it is left but — despair, 

And the tenderest pity consigns them — to die. 

Proud chief, son of Feargna ! oh ! why not proclaim 
Thy deeds, while the voice of the Bard shall endure ? 

For thine are achievements more worthy of fame, 
Than the long vaunted glories that hallow. Moy Tuire. 

The faith of his friends and the fears of his foes. 
His far-searching eye at a glance can command ; 

In his prudence and courage his people repose, 
The lord and the guardian of Breifny*s blest land. 



Y^bifi 3^n A bh^Uj-A bo mholAbh. — ^ °* m bhmlcAnn. — 
" MpfK^nn. — ** mionnA bpeise m chiJ3<^nn. — p b^^oj* c&lle 
(e<^Mion) 3eilc. — *> bo ni^mhuib. — ' bpeiche<^mhn<^l-. — 
• cpuAj- vopve nA bhpeiche<^mhn<^1-. — * cUon.— " le<^qiom 
no cU^on. 



I 
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Cipp inncei^eb ^ imcheATAcr,* 
5ii<^ch 5& noipei^chuibh ^ cuip * 

^1 T&m cAimpe^^ii * ij* inipc, ' 

^1 T<^iTi poilmei^n * it bpochpuch,*^ 
. 4|i T<^iti bloAch ' IT wAsh^^ii.™ 

^} X6m\ ci^mlion it cp$inclT,P 
^jt T<^in cpi<^ch <^3UT ce<^nioip,*> 
^t T^i" e<^mhoin it <^on rnbh/ 



^ OTludipc, O'flAshMUish, &c.— '^ T^'^S'^e.— « ^ rchb. 
— y u^ch&<^p <<in no c<^oip3he. — ' 6Ae u<^it (e<^6hon) ^re^p 

u^T^^* — * ^3'^- — ^ T^^^^ — *^ Te<^p<^nn. — ** e<^T^^'P^c ^^ 
ndmh^^b. — « c<^impei^p (e<^bhon) T^P niop-chomhlAinn. 

« 

— 'impc (e<^6hon) buine IA3 (e<^6hon) ni hion<^nn fe^\i 
mopchomhluinn ^^uy buine ne^mbne^pcmfK^p. — « ipiT 
(eAbhon) uinhi^. — *» AyroTr (e<^bhon) i\i (e<^5hon) m h-ioii<^iin 
umhA A5UT op. — * T^ilnie<^ii. (e<^5hon) 5pochbbp<^r no ceipc. 
— ^ bpochpdch (e<^6hon) bpdc pioslid (e<^fchon) n1 hion^nn 
eapc IT bfi^c pio5h<^. — ' bloAch (e<^5hon) mtol mop. — 
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Oh ! who in the theme of his praise can forbear, 
The chief who ne'er sought nor refused a request? 

An oath, nay a promise, he would not forswear. 
And his prowess strikes fear in the manliest breast. 



From the fountain of justice that heaven has fixed 
In the breast of the righteous, his laws purely spring; 

Nor favor, nor prejudice ever are mixed. 

With the judgments that glorify Briefny's good king. 



His battle, a victory — his field, a campaign ; 

No hope can encourage his once vanquished foes ; 
The great are more glorious when joined in his train, 

And trophies reward him wherever he goes. 



"» nK^5h<^|t (e<^61ion) mini\i3 (eAbhon) ni hionAnn blei5h- 
mluol ni<^pA Asuj* libni be<^nih<^in vo nnnbh|ie<^c. — ■■ 3<^it- 
3i6he^ch. — ** 3ioU<^. — p c<^mHon s^ch ni 6<< mbe<^nc<^|i A 
che<^nfi, cl1 (e<^blion) cleAth (eAbhon) m hiondnn cui5 5o 
clifK^nn no bo chleirh, ^^ux cpe<^n- chpAnn no cp^ehle^^ch 
^0 n6i Inomi-hl^^me. — '^ rpiAch (e^bhon) cuU^ch Ann p 
(e<^bhon) m hion<^nn don cuU^ch ^ n-Cipmn ij* Ce<^mh<^ip 
nd |ii03h. — '^C<^nihom (e<^5hon) dmhAon (e<^5hon) bK n'l 
(e<^6hon) rii hiondnn <^on m i^suj* mop^n. 



300 IRISH MINSTRELSY. 

2ln €ipiiTn cibh h€ ^x ^eile • 
^1 y^m op dsui* inol, «* 

(VlAp j-cuchAib ^ or n<^ T^Wiabh 
yii^bh 2lpni6ni<^, j-lK^bh Olimp; 
Viii, pn, ^n c-O'ltu^^ipc-pon 
Ceim ij* u(^i|'le t<^ choinneils.* 

|7lA|t n<^ch conchlAnn 6^ cheile, 
^<^ be'bhe d cu bo chonneil3,y 
4li conchlAnn bo pish bpeiyrne, 
In a ly -peile <^ tik^cIi OilliU.' 

* Ce be buine if peile <^ n-Cipmn. — ^ ni hionchomopc^^if. 
— " op (e<^bhon) pi : inol (e<^bhon) spe^^fuishe no ve<^p 
be^nc^ buibe<^l leArhAip. — " m hionAnn 61 nie<^bh<^ <^3U|" 
61 beAj-ci^bh. — '*'ycuch<^ib (e<^bhon) cheimnishib no eipshib 
01* cionn 3dch fleibhe flK^bh 'ZlpmeniA (e<^bhon) '2lp<^p<^c, 
dinm <^ip che<^nn fleibhe C^^upuj* 't <^n 2lp^ oj* comne 
'Zlpmeni^ 01* wuip C^iyp. i)* <^ip bo ixAb <^n <^ipc c^^peij* 
bilionn ; i^suy yliAbh Olimpui* T^n Cei^Aille : <^ beipib pe 
dipbe 3up Ab ^ <^n ce^chpAmhAbh pofb^ no 5<^bhAl bon 
bomh^ui e : llclAy, '2lp^ l)epculeii-, 6.-^yxx lAcmoj- n^ cpi 
S^bhlA oile. — "" pn, pn, (eAbhon) ly <^mhl<^ibh yin : y^ 
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More unlike are the hearts of the coward and brave, 
Than the dull worthless brass and the pure virgin gold : 

Than the pitiful sprat, and the lord of the wave ; 
Or the rag, and the vesture round royalty rolled. 

The freeman and slave are less like at the core, 

Than the stump, and the tree with its foliage unfurled ; 

Than the indolent mole-hill, and royal Temor ; 

Than a closed heart, and that which embraces the world. 

Our chiefs, the most generous, valiant and tried. 
Can less be compared with the light of his soul ; 

Than the poor artizan to the king in his pride. 
Or the lees of the feast to the first of the bowl. 



choinneils (eAbhon) fd chompfii^ib no c<^3|t<^: Aceompft^ib 
mAp cheimm3he<^T nd liSibhce pn ox 3<^eh Tli<^bh T^n 
boinhAin in superlaiivo gradu 5 mAp j-m it e O'Pu^^ipc 
c&m IT uAiTle ^ cc^imibh <^n chomopc<^iT (eAbhon) super- 
lativus gradus coinneils (e<^bhon) comopc^^T- — ^ ^^P 
n<^ch conipp<<ib b^ cheile r\\ beibhe (e<^6hon) bh^ nt, 6A 

n-bubhpi^T ^P V^^ ^ nu^T* — ' ^^ hionchompp<^i6 60 ]ti3h 
bpapne ^r\ buine it yreile A bh|:e<^p<^nn jlishe Con<^chc 
(eAbhon) OiUill M<^c |7l<^5h<^ch (eAbhon) iniAch OilliolU 
(e<^6hon) ^ CcnAchc 
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4^1 uM' ^n bhpeiyrhe 3<^n bhp^<^«f 
5^ cd An bbp^chi^** c<^p bhpuAch ; 
Cip 60 bhe<^nndch (Vl<^c lllppcmn' 



In bhpei|:ne pobhdch,' poilbhe<^ch,"* 

(Vl<^ich d he<^ch<^nih® yA h^inbpe<^nn,P 
'^Po che<^nn c<^ipmchedll*» <^culAch. 



* bo t)hpe<^T fyi<^c CAlAch<^in pi3h Cipionn be cu<^c<^ bte 
b<^n<^nn bo (loinne <^n |:ile (e<^bhon) CAiftbpe ^<^c €<^chnA 
^n che<^b <^oi|i (iK^mh An dpinn : A c& fi fAn leAbhAp-p : 
A3UT cuillbhpeAi* (eAbhon) Ache ni he pn bo bhftiAn ni 
rhuill|:eAbh A lach^ib bo |:&n. — ** comfk^nAch 3Ai|3eAbh. 
— ^ cpofsAbh. — ^ tAoi. — « biAbhcAch. — 'bbeibh. — « mhAich. 
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As that hill of Armeoia^ where Noah found rest, 
And Olympus exceed every other in height; 

Such pre-eminent glory is Briefny's behest. 
And all other splendors are lost in his light. 



Uncongenial, unkin, as are all we have named, 
The pride of O'Rourke is more peerless by far ; 

In the land of Oilill is no hero so famed, 
As the guardian of Briefhy— our western star. 



The slander that envy despairingly throws, 

From the shield of his virtues innoxiously falls ; 

At the gates of his dwelling the wearied repose. 
And the hungry rejoice in his plentiful halls. 



— ^ 50 5ape^5h 6^n bomhAin. — ' 60 bhe^nn^ish p^^cqiuicc 
— ^ ^X 6i\i chuip ^n c-llpb-lobht^U Cpow Cpu. — ' po- 
|:he<^bhAch. — " |io-fhleibhce<^ch, poilbhe (e<^bhon) Tleibhce. 
— " <^nn dp rhApbh<Vch loil3he<^ch no m<^pc bh<^inne. — 
• ^ mAsh^^. — P boimonn. — *> 3<^pbhch<^U^nih no ^ he<^ch- 
<^Tnh (e<C6hon). — ' Toinionn. 
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^ bhi ^\i e<^iyiopc ■ co pu^^ndibh/ 
bi 6i\i chu<^;i^ibh 30 |:eichTnhe<^ch," 
4fip cho3uip^ y»eimhe<^6h^ bdpcioll, 
^^ip chuill <^nbpe^n* 5id oine<^ch. 



Ci^n u^ibh po picli A |:lici-c<^bh,* 
bile copcAn phe<^p ni-bpapie. 



'Zlirchim *» ^uipe y^^ hAcnmh<^c, 
6i<^ choi-<^in <^p 3<^ch 3uAi'<^chr,*' 
In ce i]- pT3h*' <^p <^n mbl&5h chAlmhum 

« 



• €ifpe<^chc (e^bhon) 6ille<^chc<^. — * 30 qten no U^i&ip. — 
"<^p bhuibhmbh 30 ccimheAbAch. — ^ni bubh<^ipc. — ^ ne^^mh 
lAch (e<^5hon) cAlAmh e<^3luii'e b-phiopcli^ol^^bh no U^3h- 
bti3h<^bh. — * <^oip 6A <^3h<^i^h <^i3ne<^5h. — ^ AnAcl<^. — 
* 5l^^^""^ ln3hinn ^homhnAiU ni<^ch<^ip bhpi^in. — * Ij* 
-p^^i^^ u<^i6h 60 cheib A j-c^ile pe mAich <^ip 3Ach <^on. — 
*>3m6hini. — *=<^p <^n uile conr<^bh^ipc <^3U|- olc. — ^^ bpi^^n 
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There's good fortune for Breifny, which ever shall last. 
By the feet of the saint 'twas in holiness trod ; 

The idol of guilt from its presence he cast. 

And breathed o'er its people the blessing of God. 



Oh Breifny, dear land of the mountain and vale. 
Where the heifers stray cheerily all the long year : 

How fragrant thy moorlands in summer's fresh gale, 
How green in its showers thy meadows appear! 



Here the orphan may rest as secure in his smile. 
As if steeled in his strength : — O'Rourke's gallant band 

Would not war with the helpless, nor think to despoil 
The shrine of its' gold, or the church of its land. 



n^ [yiupch<^ 0'|lu<^ipc IT pish <^i|t ^n ni-l)pei|:ne ^t ^ 605 
An c-Yion<^inn. — « 6.r\ c-^ion^^inn imt bA shobh^l AmAch 
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^^ ri^^S'^lli^lie \l<>l/i'il<{]UCY). 



le <^|i fiiilibh bhuinne M l^uft $, 

le mo chlu<^T<^ibh chuMAj- y^n €, 

Qlr\ nibh <^ beipim lii chalim ^ip ^h\ choft. 

Ij* <^ii |16imh <^i|i oji-chiKjc ChephAi]-, 

Tp^ fioibh 5iAt i><> b'vbi^l r^ rheuiAibh, 
le fi^'fi 5h(i&bhfnh<^|i {^bbbh^p m'eiisn^^ich, 
l<^|i|:hlAich in'ofi Chijie-CSslw^ifi ^&ll-inhi}i. 
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THE ROMAN VISION.' 



BY HENRY GRATTAN CURRAN. 



No idle fiction this ! too sadly true, 

« 

Upon my wasting eyes the vision grew ; 
Too well my ears drank in the Iieavy sound, 
Give it ye winds swift proclamation round. 

Lonely I strayed on Cephas' golden hill. 
And memory came my heart and eyes to fill ; 
While o'er the stone that shrouds the Gael in dust, 
Bending I mourned their country's fallen trust 
There slept the hand of bounty — there the tear 
Prompt to respond the patriot's sinking cheer ; 
Tyrone, proud scion of the O'Niall race ; 
There too O'Donnell was thy resting place. 
Thou of the glittering blade ! I brushed away 
The mournfiil tribute to a better day ; 
When lo ! a nymph, whose brow, whose bosom's sheen. 
Might shame the grace of beauty's fabled queen, 

u2 
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Ci^ bo chibhpnn be mbdoilinn ^r\ c-j-leibhey 
'Zlcbc iiKCi3hbe<^n bh[i<^l3hib-3he<^l ph^|ilAch, 
60 bh<^in b&jip 30 bp^ch be bhenuT. 

Tf be fyihinepbh^ ^ n-beilbh 'r ^' n.b^n<^bh. 
If TTK^ich bo fhnioTnh^^bh ^ bjK^oibhche c<^elA, 
bo bKibh <^fi c-S|t A' meobbi^n ^ c&bhe, 
*)• bo bhibh 6n rneAchc^^ 'r ^ l^T^^P 'n ^ h-$ub<^in. 

^ bubh<^ipc fi IMm 't <^ti m-b<^ll 3-c^bn<^, 
fee 3hl6|i mhiliT h^ bhinne 'n^'c&ub^^ibh, 
&|iuibe<^bh fbu^^T 6 u<^i3h r\6. b-qi$un-|?he<^}i, 
b<^ T^^bA ^ cAoibh Y <^ qioibhe '3 ^ peubAbh. 

y<^ bheifie^bh jiii^^ii A n-bi<^ibh <^ y<^fch<^ip, 
60 choi3 fi uAill bubfi cpuA3h le h-eiybeAchc, 
bo bh^^in^pe^^bh beoip 30 le$p ^x chleip'chAiHh, 
QI3UT 0171 Abh ^x ^^ cloch^ibh b^ m-b'-pheibip. 

leif ^n mh^^olbhe^bh pn bo fMn yi <^ "^^3^9 
'Y <^ be<^pc<^ Tti^y 30 cpiu^bh <^ip n^ull^ibh, 
60 lAbh^^ip fi le ]tT3h rK^ Xp^P^f 
Vkn be ch^^nnrlAmh <^nTi x^* pei"i P- 
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Came o'er the hili — her towering forehead bore 
The impress of high thought — like molten ore, 
Gushed the gold ringlets o'er its polished plane ; 
Her cheek of snow confessed one rose's stain — 
She spoke, and vain, in sooth, were minstrel skill. 
To bid the chord such liquid sweets distill. 

When, from that grave I turned me to depart, 
A wild emotion shook the maiden's heart : 
It passed at length ; that agony : and then, 
What human heart might brook her melting strain 1 
The rifted rock, in sternest solitude, 
Had poured its echoes in a tone subdued ; 
Her hands uplift to heaven, her streaming eyes, 
Raised with her fervid accents to the skies ; 
In words half broken by the labouring groan. 
She poured her sorrows to the Eternal throne. 

« 

Say thou Supreme 1 in pity dost thou deign 
To bend thine ear while abject I complain ? 
Or darkeneth thy brow ? since mortals still 
Should hail, nor dare to scrutinize thy will. 
But deep and darkling doubts beset my soul ; 
For, if one primal taint pervade the whole 
Of the first parents blighted race, and ail 
Are f^ll'n alike with the first woman's fail. 
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ti 



bo chu^ibh ^ n-6<^in5e^Ti ^i|i nih^ch^ib l&shwin. 



• 

Coiji Ti<^ feinni-ei^ii bo pinne <^n ch^b-'fhei^p, 
"^Ibh^^mh <^|t n-2lch<^t|i bo me^lUbh le h-Cubh^^. 



it 



a 



€t 



^i|i <^en phofi TiToi- mi 'n& ch^le, 

C[ie<^b |:<< 3-cpoichce<^ii boichc 3<^n <^$n choip, 
'ZlSiiT Tliochc n<^ lochc <^ b-coice ^n c-y^^h<^il-i'i ? 
Cpe^^b € ^r\ cobh<^chc iK^ch ycpiorb^^p €ipci5h, 
T 3"P ''"^'^ ^ b-coi|t A n-beoi3h tk^ 3-cpeibinheAch ? 

C|te<^b n<^ch b-f e<^nnc<^|t cU^nn luc^(iuiY, 
^'r clA"^ Chpiorc '3 & 3-cUoibhe<^bh 30 Ti.e^3<^ib ? 
C|ie<^b TK^ch qtu<^3h n^ h -u^^m '3 ^ 3-cp^uchcAbh, 
'X ^^ iTiciccipei^bh^ <^3 inslipetm' ^n cp6ub<^ ? 
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Dread ruler ! why doth the tremendous meed 
Crash with unequal force the doomed seed ? 
Why doth the sinless bosom tinge the dart^ 
That should have quivered to the guilty heart ? 
Why groan the lowly poor^ while wealth and pride 
Triumphant o'er the waves of fortune ride ? 
Shall they, whose hearts confess thee " holy," weep 
Outcast, proscribed ? and shall thy vengeance sleep ? 
'Gainst Luther's brood why rages not thy breath, 
When Christ's pure creed is made a spell of death? 
Do the lambs vainly in thy shadow rest ? 
How long shall ravening wolves the fold infest? 
Say, why doth Erin weep ? what crime incurs 
Thine ear averted? — Lord, that voice is hers. 
That calls, implores, with wild and tireless breath : 
Doth not thy faith exalt ? — she sinks in death ! 

And yet, since erst thy pure Apostle came. 
And brought to Ealga's isle thy holy name ; 
Tho' flaunted 'mid our homes strange flags unfurled. 
Nay, tho* the sun grew dark, the floating world. 
That shut from us the brightness of the day. 
Veiled not thy glory, whose effulgent ray 
Illumed our hearts, by faith's seraphic wing 
Guided to thee, the days eternal spring. 
My God ! my God ! Milesius' life blooil runs 
In Fodhla's race, these are Milesius' sons ! 
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^len6. 3le6ibh n^ch niSp 30 n-€iT6i:he<Cp ? 

fepe^^m n^'p bhitilc* 6o'ii n-6(iile<^nih 3&lle<^6h ? 

" Oip 6 ch^ic p&cqiuicc n^&nhch^^ 
leiT ^n 3-cpei6eAmh 30 h m^x Cil3e, 

y:S}\me\\iz e<Cch6p<^nn tk^ le^ch-qtoni 6*& m-b'pheibip, 

** Cpei6iomh Chp'ioir ^j- chpofthe n^ n-5<^o6h^l-|:he<^p; 
60 bhibh 6. 3-coin3e<^l rn^p loinne<^p n<^ 3peine, — 
60 bhibh <^n c <^ichinne tyk^p <^in3e<^l ^^3 Tbpeuch^^bh, 
*llip nip chuic pn&l, n^ c&ibh, n& <^en j-b^ — 



€i 



TPe<Cbh n<^ TpobhU ^ip phop [/Inleriuir, 
Uch ! ^ ChploiT ij- |nop <^n ni&b pii ! 
Cpe^^b c& u^^ic, no 6ji pun le^c ni'ei|Te<^chi: ? 
^ ^n^ IT &1II le^c 30 bp^ch 3<^n |:euch^in ? 



•* *llip 6j\ 3-cu<^ine it bu^^n bo b' T^ilfe<^chc<^ni, 
yi\ 3h^UA1bh '3 K hh'ife^nn^bh le h-ei3ca^pc, 
'X 3up b'^ <^n c-&lnih<^ch 3UT<^pn<^ch, b^^plAch, 
luchb ^n YheiU bo chuill ^ b-qi&3e^nn. 
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Wilt thou look down in mercy ? — say ! oh say ! 

Or is thine eye for ever turned away ? 

And, while tbie trusting spirit bends to thee^ 

Shall ruthless tyrants bow the neck — the knee ? 

Still wilt thou smile on England's traitor horde^ 

Whose lips unhallowed scoff thy sacred word ? 

Thy church's law their rebel hearts have spurned — 

'Gainst " her," the " undefiled," their wrath has burned : 

Their own dark heresies they rear elate, — 

Thy faith, the faith divine, they execrate. 

Why need I mention ? thou, dread power ! hast seen 
The apostate Henry spurn his spotless queen, 
For Anna's fresher beauties — thou hast cursed 
That traitor to thy faith, the boldest, worst — 
Need I name her, whose heritage of shame 
Grew darker, murkier, in the wanton flame 
That all could kindle, and that none could claim ? 
Can we forget Elizabeth ?— oh never. 
In Heber's heart she'll rankling live for ever ; 
The land grew waste beneath her — sex or age 
Yielded no shelter from her bigot rage. 
Till, bloodiest consummation 1 Mary fell 
To ck>se her long accoimt, but not the spell 
That claimed ber ruthless ministry — ^her sway 
Devolved on James — and Phelim's land can say 
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" bo chuip bpotm le cuins n^ cl&pe, 
60 shmbh cn<^ib y^oi f/h^ch^^iit ^n 'Jl^n-niheic, 
'X le n^^ch mi^nn bo bHi^ je^X J^lle^bh^ 
'Zlchc <^n c|teibe<^tTih bo T^pior 1^ mirih Sipcei^chc*. 



(i 



4|i <<ipnihi3him l)<^nnpibh <^n ch^ub Yhe^ji 

5o chuitt u<^ibh 30 qtu<^illi3hche ^ ch^ile, 

'Zlift 'JlniK^ boilen, A in3hin ch^<^bn<^, 

'Zl'l' b'lnidnsh o'n ii-C<^3luiT ^ip che<^3<^T3 lur^ptni*. 



1|* lombh^^ bpa^m <^ip <^p -phe^^ll 6j\ (Vlh&pbpe^^ch, 
60 pinne p ^I^T^^ch be Chli^p €ibhip. 

" 71 mn^ 'j- <^ bh ipip bo y3piOT<^bh liichi, 
60 chu3 p b^r *^o M^^^PC lfcfe^bh<^pb, 
'Jl n-bi<^i3h n<^ mn^-p ch&ini3h Y^um^^i- 
[/<^p chu<^p |:<^T^ich bo chll^p Yb&bhlim. 

" lln Ye^^p bo IM3 6. b-p6p ^*t ^ bh-T:p$unih<^ 

7Vx b*opbui3h A b-c<^lAnih bo chomh^T le c^b^^ibh^ 
60 chuip y<vci-<^n<^ich <^' n-ion<^b n<^ n-5^obh<^l-|:heAp. 
11*1- cpeibeAmli c^m <^ b-ce<^mpl<^ibh Cleipe. 
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How well the tyrant's sceptre graced his hand — 

The •* measuring chain" he cast upon the land — 

Her nobles plundered for an alien race. 

And with unhallowed rites defiled thy holy place. 

Lo next— his father's every taint and crime 

Expanded in his soul's congenial clime. 

His son succeeded, to embalm his fame 

By deeds, which, let Leith Moath, Leith Cuin proclaim. 

Spoiled of the rights long held from sire to son. 

Their arms, and every glorious meed they won ; 

Of rank, of wealth, and damned foul decree ! 

Spurned from the shrines where they had knelt to Thee : 

The very tongue, thy gift, in which they poured 

Their souls, while at thy altars they adored. 

Condemned to rudest jargon to give place. 

For every woe he wrought upon her race. 

The bitterness of Erin's heart ran o'er 

In curses on the despot ; and he woi'e 

No amulet against the bolt that sped 

Retributive to his devoted head. 

'Twas a divine behest ! high justice spoke. 

And the pale tyrant's wily minions broke 

Their hollow fealty ; and the block and blade 

Brought the stern quittance of man's rights betray'd. 

Yet ere it fell, to blast his glazing eye, 
Maguire had tossed his banner to the sky — 
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2Uji noT ^ ?lch<^p le ce<^l3 'y le bp^s^^ibh, 
lUp IMch Comn 6n chuins 60 b'&3ce<^pc, 

60 bh<^in T^ bKiobh ^ 3-cToT Y ^ ni-bheui-^, 

C\ii^r\ A bh-|:e<^p<^nn 'y A n-3<^ipme n4in|:he<^chc, 
leiT bo h-i<^pp<^bh 61A bo chpeT3a^nn. 

"I^^^ipche TiK^ipe^^nn 3<^n <^ich|:pionn b*eiTbe<^chc 
'T 3^"' upl^bhpA A* b-ce<^n3Ain n<^ 5^&hil3e, 
*Y 3<^n nA h-&ic ^^3 c^ch ^chc b^plA, 
Opb A*T ^^ichyrpiotin bo b<^c<^bh leiT b'&Tbe<Cchc. 

Cp& 3<^ch 3p<^in b*^ ii-be<^pn<^ibh <^ip Cipmn 
It hui^ji m6l\Achz <^3 |:e<^pAbh 30 h-^3 Aip, 
ymAl <^ ti-be&pn<^ibh ij* leop nK^p l^un Aip, 
(/un<^b e IT cion?ir<^ch m h-<^ichne bh^mh -p&n flib. 

Cpe<^b fK (^iT <^ip b-tuT b*& b-fy^nbhpuib^ 
'P^'p bhe^in 6i<^ ^n Cpi<^ch x^ x^^^^^^K 
"UiT An luchb bo CI1U3 bo jeilleAbh, 
P^plemenc&ipibhe nA b-c<<ip-m-bAochlAch. 
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Freedom's high priest ; and kindling Ulster saw 

Mc. Mahon soon assert her bounteous law : 

Last of the Finians — in whose ample mind^ 

The gifts of his long lineage shone combined ; 

Of gentlest nature both^ yet thus pursued. 

Two lions chafing in their might they stood ; 

Nor lured by conquest — nor athirst for fame. 

Their rallying word was the Eternal name : 

The stranger's false embrace their hearts disdained, 

Save when in deadliest fold in battle strained — 

In life united ; on the scaffold floor, 

Those dauntless bosoms poured their mingling gore; 

A crimson attestation of that faith, 

That sheds a halo round the brow of death. 

Nor yet unmarked by glory, Phelim's claim. 

Proud soul, and fitly shrined in such a frame ! 

Who taught the stranger's lip the craven cry, 

And tamed the Scot, that subtlest enemy. 

But see ! what steadier lustre wins her gaze. 
Where from Hispania's coast, O'Neill displays 
His standard wide ; and, eager to sustain. 
Pours his proud chivalry athwart the main. 
*^ Eogan the Red 1" — to freedom's strife he flies. 
To veil the lustre of his past emprise 
With deeds of higher prowess — Cormac's blood 
Bounds in the hero's heart — a tameless flood; 
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le'p Ik^ine^^bh ^ chionn le lAnn -p^^^blip^^cli, 
b*6r\ ]tTo3h bhi^mshin che<^nn-|:hionn ch^bn^^. 
It le r\6. Vinn 60 mhu|*c^il Cipe, 
'X ^' 3-c6i3e<^6h Ul^ibh bo rhionnTs^^m ^n .cheub 'phe^^fi. 

f/<^c UTbhip -puTshe^^ll r\6. Y^inne, 
2Vy f/<^c f/<^rh3h<^nihp<^ <^nihAil b<^ beuy bo, 
'Jin b& le6mh<^n cp6bh<^, meinn-mhAich, 
41^*11 chuip Yuim <^' iTK^oin <^n c-T<^e3li.\il-p. 

*X n^^ch n-be^pn<^ibh ceAn3<^l le 6<^in|:he<^ji<^bh T<^ebh<^ 
416 3U11 bopc<^bh le$ ^' n-&n|:he<^chc 
'Jl 3-cuib T^U^j *^ ^ loch<^nii(^ cpo'ibhe^|i3', 
6e 3hii&bh <^n chpeibmlie b^ leii^e leo chpei3e<^nii. 

^ le |:u<^ch n<^ch lu^^bh^im ^^pSibhlini 
'Jin c-63 u<^T^l, iiu<0bh-3he<^l, fyeuc^^eh, 
'^e<^li le'p b<^ine<^bh <^t e<^chrtt<^nn<^ibh m&le<^ch, 
"H'xVl^n n^ 3.c<^iic<^ch ^x 'JUb^^nclK^ibh b^^ochUch'. 

*Jl3 p ^n ui^ip bo 3hlu<^iT <^n rpen-phe^^p 
21t <^n Yp&mn -p^^oi Vkn ^<^{tm<^ibh, 
e$3^n {tu<^bh-3hU^n n<^ rlu^^sh ni-b<^^hl^ch, 
Wch n<^ 3-cpe<^ch m<^c 'Zlipc eucbr<^ich. 
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And all bis grandsire's soul of flame he bears — 

Attest it mfuiy a tropby tbat be wears, 

Tbe harvest of bis band in many a strife, 

Waged in the tender spring-time of bis life ; 

Andy when the greenness of bis age went by, 

Tbe deeds he did are registered on high ; 

Those, rife with living proofs, let Spain avow, 

Almania, richest wreath on Caesar's brow ; 

Let France, the weeping Netherlands, attest : 

And oh ! beyond them all, tbe brightest, best. 

Let the Milesian race bis glories tell; 

Let Erin's voice tbe volumed record swell. 

Could fame unlearn, can words of mine portray 

How Ulster spumed tbe cowering stranger's sway ? 

How Leslie fled, and the pale Saxons' fright 

Confessed no leader in their panic flight ? 

Montgomery's shackled limbs we still descry, 

Lo, where tbe routed Scotch bewildered fly ; 

Blindly they rush — but bark, that jarring sound. 

With thundering crash their bulwarks strew tbe ground : 

Scarce tbe proud capital his course arrests. 

While her high walls the girding fire invests — 

Meath mourns tbe slaughter of her cbangling race ; 

Portlester's thousands, where is now their place ? 

In Birr, in Nenagh, rose the suppliant band ; 

Heberian Thomond, through her tainted land. 
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0*n IK b<^ e$l bo <^ i-hpon bo i-hp$ii bo i-heibe<^bh 
41$ 3up chpiochnui5h Cptoyr ^ cheupm<^ 
Cuipim <^ ]phi<^bh<^'n <^ip 6ln<^ tk^cH bp&^s pn, 
^'r ^ip <^" Tfbamn zK Un b'^ 3h$up-3hol. 

'iVx <^ip <^ii bh-'^Pp^Cinnc b<^ ce<^nn ^^3 bp^m leij", 

^I't <^ip CKTp-pJ-chomn ti^ dnn b'<^ $u3in<^i'r, 

^I'l" <^ip ChlAniK^ibh [VI1le<^bh ^* pTo3h<^chc €ipeAn. 

leArh ^ 3hn^omh bo piomh<^bh ..i -p^Ab^^im, 

60 ch6i3e<^bh UWibh chu3 |:upc<^chc i<^p n-ei3eAn, 
60 chuip j-^ 5^Tll be bhp^ni ^ 3-ceille, 
^I'T lerlTe <^ip ceicha^bh 30 li-$uT3<^ibh. 

60 chuip <^ip choT^jbh f/honc3om<^p<^tbhe 3eirnhle<^ch, 
Chuip j-e Tne<^c<^chc <^ip 'Jllb^n'^^ibh m^^olA, 
60 chuip Y^ <^ n-bAoine cp$ n-<^ cheile, 
*X bo bhpiT T$ bp(i3h <^n f/hup^^ich bhp$U3^ich, 
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The Saxon saw, endenizened in vain, 
Disgorge the spoils of rapine's broken reign — 
The echoing hills proclaimed to luis-Con 
His spreading conquests; Waterford o'erthrown ; 
Duncannon's waters in his course were dyed ; 
Wexford's keen blade hung useless by her side; 
Nor Ross Mc. Truin, Ben Edar stayed his tread ; 
Kilkenny bowed to him — his myriads spread 
By Shannon*s ample tide their long array ; 
Tlie Avonmore was chequered with the play 
Of their broad banners — by the Nore they stood. 
And by the sedgy Barrow's headlong flood — 
The Suir ran purpled with the stream of life; 
Lough Erne rolled back proud tidings of the strife : 
From Meave's high dome triumphant strains arose, 
And Erin^s centre caught the exulting close ; 
Thence to Bearhaven rolled the whelming tide, 
And well might Sligo's unsupported pride 
Droop at the sound of Jamestown's shattered wall. 
Whose circling echoes thundered to appal. 

So sped the victor still where freedom urged. 
Till the base Saxon clanked the chain he forged : 
Oh son of Duach, what a loud acclaim 
Burst through the land o'erburthened with his fame, 
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Ir <^n \Ahibhe mhe^^bhUch, 3h<^ll6<^, 3h<^e6hUch, 

'llSU'T <^T fdb fu^T 30 CuAch-f/humhAin Cibhiit, 
60 pu3 i4 cjie^^ch 3<^ii che<^b bo'n in-l)^plA 
IniT-Coinii z^\i bheinn ^n c-j-l^ibhe. 

Chu3 popcU^ipse ^' T^imh 30 leip leij-, 

]lof-f/heic-Cpiuin ^*x ^n-bheinne-C^^bAiit. 

'f be Cheill-Ch^inmch bhAin u|tp<^ini b*'phoip&3e^n, 
Choii- TK^ yionn<^bh<^ h^ iieAprmh<^p A 3beu3<^, 
Choif 1lbh<^ii-ni$ipe ^*x Y^P^^'* ^' n-&n|:he<^chc, 
Choij- r\& l)e<^pbh<^ me^^pbh^^ Tn&pi3ntche. 

Choij- r\6. Yiuipe ^ chpCiip h^ T^$chp<^ch, 

60 pinne i4 «.ch^r ^' I^ch M^>i>libhe, 

'T « bh<^ile 'llch<^-lu^in bo vu<^ip T^ S^ll^bh. 
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When hope, that many a year had trembling hung 
O'er the rich presage, with exulting tongue 
Heard Truth and Freedom hail the auspicious ray 
That rose above the Saxon's tottering sway ! 
Hail to the conqueror, by the Gael upborne, 
(Bound these high hearts from shackles lately worn ?) 
Mark, the proud flame bis martial deeds avow 
Burns in his breast, irradiates ^is brow ; 
Nor only battle's sterner lights illume. 
There mercy smiles away impending doom 
From vanquished valour— and the warrior's eye, 
As fixed dominion calm, hath ne'er been dry 
O'er others' woe ; and wise, albeit not yet 
On his young brow hath thought her impress set. 
He weighs mankind, and, learning to appraise, 
Hath learned to feel for frailty while it strays. 
Strong as its iron mail, that kindling breast 
To meek eyed rath affords a shrine of rest; 
Nor swifter speeds bis blade, at freedom's call, 
To the false Saxon's heart, when round him fall 
Their gathering numbers, by his might o'erthrown. 
Than misery's claim finds access to bi^ own — 
In council sage ; in battle's fiery glow 
Like the launched thunder 'mid the astonished foe. 
And oh ! when peace her gentle plume hath spread. 
Mild as the melting tear that mourns the dead *, 

x2 
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-60 bhpiT t& ^n bAllA ^^3 Ix^ile yheum^^iT, 
Chuip fS Yli3e<^ch ^^iji cpiche^bh le n' pheuch^ifiy 
Ij- leif bo ce^^TTjlAbh 5<^lU^ibh Ife ch^ile. 

^iji 3<^ch cu^^n be chu<^ncAibh CipeAn, 

'3 «. XiKhh, '3 ^ lu<^bh<^bh, '3 & chu<^p, '3 & l&usliAbh, 

Sup cuipe<^bh fu^T Aip uAchb<^p <^n bh^plA. 

Co3<^ii pu<^bh <^ip shu^^ilmbh 5^^h<^l-|:he<^p, 
^ c-03-u<^T^l uAnAch, <^ebhe<^iu^ch, 
bp^^o^ch, bu<^bh<^ch^ buAn<^ch^ beiTnne<^ch, 
Cpe^^chAch^ cu^^^^chy cu<^nc<^ch, cp€<^chc<^ch. 

* 

6peAch<^ch, buAlAch^ bu^n^^ch, beipce^ch, 
'^eiC'T^^ch, YuAbp<^ch, 'pu^bAch, -p^ix^^ch, 
5AiT3eAbh<^ch 3lu<^T^> 3pu<^3<^ch 3l&<^i'bA, 
lAnn^ch, UiAchmhApy lu^^imne^^ch, l^imne^^ch,. 

|^<^pc<^ch TYi$pbhA^ TnuAbh-3hUn9 TYi^ipbhA, 
^le^pcmh^^p, nuAillei^chy n-uAibhpe<^ch, n-^ibe^^ch, 
tlAchcmhi^p, pu<^chAp-chpe<^ch^ puAi3che<^ch9 p^im< 

TfeApc^^ch, jOK^ipceAchy |aibhAilce<^ch, f^unmhAp. 
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Witness High Heaven^ if yet bis eagle gaze 
Glared out to blast — no raven brood would raise 
A wing the sky-built Eyry to invade : 
Nor thus had cold succumbency betrayed 
The land to Cromwell's sanguinary sway — 
Woe is my heart that such could pass away ; . 
And yet. Eternal Justice, while I grieve. 
My bleeding heart's full gratitude receive. 
No Saxon blade in freedom's cause unblest 
Quaffed the deep current of his free-bom breast; 
For thou did'st shield him from the dire disgrace; 
And when he fell, O — meet to fill such place ! — 
Bad'st thy own priest to countervail his loss. 
And o'er his prostrate banner rear the cross — 
And well he did thine errand ; — but the grave. 
When hath it ceased for human hopes to crave ? 
The grave hath closed on Heber ; O great heart \ 
Proud germ of nature so matured by art. 
Had genius, culture, all, thou costly prey. 
But decked thee for the tomb? thou envious clay^ 
Oh what a mind thy leaden sleep hath bound ; 
Pure as pervading — lucid as profound ! 
Spirit of Eogan, chafe not, if my eye 
The while I speak of Heber be not dry ; 
Nor deem thyself forgot — had he remained 
To rend the withering yoke his valour strainec^ 
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'X iK^ch bhv&3h<^6li 5<^IU r\K Cpomrhuil S&iUe^bh, 
^mh<^il Tn<^ji<^ ^piK^ift i*n n-u^ip bo ^3 y^ 

Tlchz 5i6h qi^bh liom <^ ch^T3-Te^n 6*&i|Te<^chc, 

n.^ch le 5<^ll<^ibh 60 3e<^jip^6h ^ lA^che, 
Tlchc le fei^ le ji' inhK^nii <^ Th<^^p^6h. 

It 3e<^n|t 'n ^ 6hi<^i6h 30 6Mn 3up &p3hi6h 
*2ln leomh^n e^ch^ch <^n c-e<^vbo3 Cibhip, 
"^e^^ji ^n chloi3ciiin chomhchponn ^uchc^ich, 
60 |iu3 W^|tji <^i|i ch<^ch *x ^^ l&3hionnc^chc. 

7ln Tpe^^ji h^ feiiie^^ch cpoifche 60 5h^^hlAibh 
60 bbpij- meiiTie^^ch ^'y 6li3liche n<^ in^ipleAch, 
^ bh<^in ce<^nii<^|" 6e 5h<^l^ith ^' ?i-eipinn, 
'Y 60 chuip pu<^i3 ^ip Yhlu<^i3habh yh^n'^^T* 

*X i mo chpe^^ch m^p bo 3e<^pp^6h ^ Wfche, 
Cp^ e<^Tto3 &huin ni Ui3fa<^ Tn'6^3n<^ch, 
7Vx qi^ u^iflibh UlAtbh n<^ 3-cup<^i6h W^h6<^, 
Qi'x l)enpt6he pu^bh b'^p bh<^ 5u<^l cp^me. 
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Almost to breaking; had his happier hand 
Swept the pale, palsied Saxon from the land ; 
Blasting the iron sceptre which it bent, 
Giv'n us homes, happiness, enfranchisement^ 
No— not success, had taught another's fame 
To supersede thy memory's vital claim. 

But O ! my heart ! what saddening phantoms rise. 
Worthies of Ulster ! Henry ! my red eyes 
Might weep their fountains dry, tho' these were all. 
But faithful memory unfolds the pall ; 
And lo ! Mac Guire ! — and now the fleet O'Kane, 
And Phelim come to swell the spectral train; 
Great spirits, fare you well ! with mute regret 
I gaze upon you, but my cheek is wet-— 
My tears shall number you ; Almighty power ! 
We had not dreamed of this disastrous hour. 
Bercan — Senan, our ancient prophets saw 
The dread revealings of thy mystic law ; 
Thy truth the breast of pious Kieran warmed ; 
Sage Culum's lips, thy spirit. Lord I informed. 
The bounteous Columkille; on Caillan came 
Thy inspiration, and the elysian flame 
Illumed the soul of Ultan ; Colman too. 
Nurtured with heavenly food, all these foreknew 
Thy dispensations — but they bade us not 
To deprecate this dark impending lot ; 
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^/l<^c-UiWiiii An clijioibhe 5h<^e6hUich, 
TVj 0'(^chJ^in Ar\ coile&n l^mne^^ch, 

7Vx i ci<iTn qt^ibhce, ip^Ljch^ c^jx^, 
'^Pi^'FpuTshim fcfibh A jity ^ chp^n-inhCTC, 

\li<bh bhe<^jic&in no pie^^n&in vh&nih, 6hil. 

ChoU^im-Cille <^n oinich <^^6he^ji<^ich, 
]1{^6h Ch<^illin no Ulc^in c-i-^op<^icli, 
<l1o Cholm^in 'ZlbhU 6&> bh<^ be<^ch<^ V&up sUp 

Uch $'n $ch ! wio bhpon sb^up e ! 

^0 3hul ! mo ch<^oi6h ! wo bhichc^ille ! 

fAo lorn ! mo shleoibh ! mo cheobh ! mo leun shuipc ! 

^0 nu^p ! mo mhilleAbh ! mo mhipe ! mo ph^n-bhpoib ! 

CpMn <^ n-3<^Wp 30 plluj- ni l^up &h<^mli^ 

'Jlchc nA 5<^^6hil '3 K pilomh^bh *x '5 ^ n-S^p-shom, 

le pUish, le 3opc<^, le eo3^bli *x le l^iPTSP^^T- 
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They said not, '^ burning tears shall overflow. 

Dark days shall come upon thee; shame and woe. 

The reeking phial of a tyrant's hate 

Shall wash thee, and thou shalt be desolate ; 

No joy or hope shall visit thy cold breast. 

Till reason reel with the huge weight opprest ; 

And thy soul, seared beneath the chastening rod. 

Shall almost curse the high behests of God" — 

And yet, the burning tear hath steeped my cheek. 

And every pang that tyranny could wreak ; 

Shame, anguish, all, save madness and despair. 

To freeze my accents or to warp my prayer. 

All have I known ; lost all ; Oh God ! my trust ! 

Faith only lives to raise me from the dust. — 

Though war its fiery plagues around me breathe. 

Faith prompts my sword from its inglorious sheath ; 

No bloodless triumph shall my children yield. 

While Thou, dread chastener ! look'st upon the field 

Not unapproving — at destruction's brink 

My " heart's established and will not shrink ; '' 

Father of mercies !— oh forgive the thought 

That dared impugn thy fiat — if our lot 

Have been a dark one ; if defeat have bowed. 

And trouble girded us as with a shroud. 

Not thine the cruelty, but ours the crime 

That stirred thee, slow to vengeance ; in their prime 
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Ccijt bo &hi<^ 3<^n 1^6 60 i-h<^cp<^6h, 

4|i jK^ibh <^ fn-b<^T<^ ^ n-3Wc<^ibh ^ cheile, 
^1 pcibh <^n cu^ch 30 'Fu<^i3hce 6' <^en-coil, 

bo bhibh cui6 lioncx^ bhiobh 6e bhiie<^3<^ibh, 
'iVj cuib n$ 6hc le p6p n<^ n-Cipce^^ch, 
6h& chuib <^ili le 3<^lUibh <^3 3&lleA6li, 
Cuib le cleAy^^ibh <^3 ine^^lU^bh n<^ n-5<^^h^U^. 

Cui6 ix ^P^ ^' b-p&ipc n<^ h-Cipe<^n, 

'iVy i<^6 60 3hn<^ich fAo^ U^imh *3 ?L qi'ei3e<^nn, 

Cuib ^3 i-e^T<^6h 'n <^3hAibh f^^qf^^n 'be'n 6-c<^^bh 'fnuich, 

^JI'T 1^6 *fi ^ bhii^ibh pn le$ ip<^oT chiin mSij^. 

l)u<^n mo mh^UAchc ^3 ipe<^p<^6h ^ip An 3-cl&p pn, 
IVx <^ip A 3-cu<^ine 30 lu<^n <^n c-yl^ibhe, 
luchb 3<^n Silye cpoTbhe b*K ch^ile, 
bo pinne 'F<<T<^ch be chl^p Gbhip. 

bo chup x^&f be u<^i|-libh 5<^o6h<^U^ch', 
^ip <^p chuic c<^nnqi<^chc <^n ^^uncii 6hei3he^7i^ichy 
eoin-b<^ilTe ?ip6-e<^Tbo3 "ph^puK^, 
?l$n-)?he<^p-&ice An ph^p<^ <^' n-Cipinn, 
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Though sunk our tliousands, Lord ! we kiss the hand 
Stretched not to desolate, but purge the land. 
Weigh well the lesson ye surviving few. 
Your country's hope, its moral points to you ; 
Scan the monition well, for it imparts 
How human fate is shaped by human hearts ; 
Stout ones are swords ; the false, the feeble, chains. 
And yours were false and feeble, and the stains. 
The deep, the damning stains of cold deceit 
With virtuous seeming cloked — the deep retreat 
Of the shut soul with foulest treason rife. 
Belying the lip's promise ; the keen knife 
Searching the side, while the betrayer's sword 
Assured the blood its subtle stroke unstored ; 
These stains were yours — ^say not the hand of God 
Hath armed the despot with an iron rod — 
Blame your own vices — may the blood you've spilt. 
Your tears wash out the suicidal guilt ! 

Degenerate spirits ! while my glazing eye 
Dwells on these phantoms; when I hear the cry. 
The long, low cry, whose quivering accents come 
Back on me now — when I remember some, 
True to the land, which glory had caressed 
And learning dignified ; and affluence blessed 
But for the mean malignant souls that strove. 
By petty jealousies and mean self love. 
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'Zls p ^n c^T 60 chp^Lbh 30 l&ji me, 

^l chuiji pWcli ^ip yhoUiT n<^ SJi^ine, 

&o chuift 5ituAim ^Jj h\i^\bh\ie^b\\ <^i|t if^up^ibh. 

^ 60 chui{t <^n €o{t<^ip -p^oi che6bh ^lipr, 
'ZI't c{ta6e<^Tvih Chitio^c <( iny ^01 niullAibh, 
^^lU^chc 30 beci3h ^ip phopn^ bh-'p^^^l-choTi, 
51ihe<^6h fix ^^ fchcich ni chp^i3}:e<^6. 

[Vl<^ipibh v^T 6e phop fVlhilSpuij" 
7lr\ z-'Hobh buibhe bhe ):hui3he<^U r\6, "^p&nne, 
'Pei^p ^ip <^p chi^pn3<^ip v^i3h TK^ch bp^ii3^eh, 
^ chm\iipe^X S^'iU cp6 n-<^ ch^ile. 

^<^ipibh <^n pu<^ibh-')phe<^p 3pu<^ibh-3be<^l 'P^ibhlim, 
7Vx Copn^il ')pe<^p3h<^ll 6j\ 3<^ii3e<^6h^cb euchu^cb, 
7Vx *2lo6h O'bpiun le ^ 6-cuiCT:e<^6h c^tx^, 
[Vl<^ipibh C<^oTnb<^Ti<^ich ^'y Cukcb^il lAech6<^. 

^<^ipibh <^n ch$ip n^ch cUblx^bh ^' n-<^^n chdch, 
|lu<^pc<^ich, p<^3h^lAich ^'j- bpi<^TK^ l& ch^le, 
Tfiol 3-Ce<^llAich n&'p ''^"V^"!^ <^V<^6n Sboil, 
'il'SUX p^l 3-Conchcbh<^ip rc<^ipe<^mh<^il, TC^u6mh<^ip, 
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And rankest perfidy to render nought 

The teeming promise of the deeds they wrought. 

Scarce can my lips the struggling curse repress 

On those who marred it into wilderness — 

Weep for the treason ! weep for the high race 

Its lordly victims ! oh ! could tears efface 

The record^ all had been forgotten now^ 

That quenched the light of heaven's indignant brow^ 

Mantling with lurid clouds the sky's expanse. 

Till Europe felt the cold unnatural trance ; 

Christ's faith dishonoured could salt tears atone, 

The righteous penalty were mine alone ; 

But oh not thus the forfeit might be paid 1 

A thrilling curse the holy nuncio laid 

Upon the recreant race ; could justice less ? 

And steeped my soul in utter bitterness — 

But why should fruitless grief my soul employ, 

When hope assuring points to promised Boy, 

By gifted lips to other days foreshewn. 

Scourge of the stranger ; and not Boy alone. 

Still can my banner o'er Milesians fly, 

Lo 1 where our Phelim stands; his flashing eye 

Bright as his tireless blade ; and, by his side. 

The proud O'Ferrall bares no brand untried, 

O'Byrne the puissant — the dauntless tribes 

Of Tool and Kavanagh— high fame inscribes 
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%3UTpol3-Cillich<^ich TK^ch n-6e&tinAibh cl^-beApc, 
6&1 3-C^iT nd n-sniomh ^3ux pol 3-Cinnei6e, 
yiiochc Cip^mhoin A't m^p-rhliochc €ibhi|i, 
^3UT le<^ch-^J|«5hA pos^Ki iiA h-&5fi. 

Tl'r IMch-Coin mhiift le p' budbtu^bh c^ub ch^rh^ 

0*4l<^Hfnhu<^i61i n<^ pu<^c1i<^p n-ei3in, 
fA^c Cochl^in n^ 3-c<^ii*le^n n 3le3heAl. 

6fofn|"^ich <^n |:<^ol-ch(i leimneAch, 
O'CeApbhi^iU cpup<^ch $ bhdicbchc Cile, 

0'4lcp6h<;, O'TpUtnn <^'r 0'6<^nn-rlfcbhc. 

C)e<^nip^ibh An 6&imb f^ 5^ 3^PP din-chopp 
Tl'r cmp'peAb A l&inhA Ann l&nihAibh A eheile, 
buAbh Aip 5hAlUibh A* yAin3il 6o bh^Ap^Aib, 
^213 J/lullAch-fVlAiinn Aip bhAinirheApAibh peub|:Ai6. 

4li bhiAbh ceAn3Al le f A3TAibh A3 A^n neAch, 
<Hi bhiAbh cAibpeAmh le h-'2llbAn'cliAibh mAclA, 
^ bhiAbh mApchAinn Aip CAchqiAinn' A' n-Cipmn, 
*X ni bhiAbh ceA6 coimtpce Aip cheAnsAm An bheAplA. 
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No worthier name on ber emblazoned roll 

Tban tbe O'Rourkes ; O'Reillys : storm of soul 

Tbe O'Briens come ; tbe O'Kellys ; nor can sbnme 

Point at O'Conor's fallen yet regal name — 

Come Clan Mac Cartby bonour looks for you ; 

Dalcassians and O'Kennedys ; and^ true 

To tbeir ancestral fame, great Heber's race ; 

Wbile Heremons assert tbeir well earned place, 

Tbeme of admiring bards Leatb Moatb maintains 

Her higb repute ; au bundred glorious plains 

Live in your memories, ye sons of Con. 

See 1 O'Maoleacblain's sturdy blade is drawn, 

Tbine O'MoUoy, red sickler, strong to cleave. 

And falcon-like tbe flying ranks to reave ; 

Mac Cogblan now deserts bis lime-wbite towers, 

O'Dempsy, rusbing wolf; tbe marsballed powers 

Of Ely answer fierce O'CarroU's call ; 

Bearbaveu's lord batb left bis stately ball — 

OTllnn — tbe O'More, and, bounding from bis bills. 

Valiant O'Dunn tbe glorious gatbering fills. — 

Weave, conquest, weave a chaplet for tbe brave ; 

Fame tbrougb all time tbeir deatbless memories save. 

Tinted at Saingil — soon sball Mullagbmast 

Witb ruddier bue tbeir conquering blades o'ercast — 

Tbrougb weltering fields the panic route pursue ! 

Oar weak estrangements well tbe Saxon knew. 
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*2liji chlAinn Ch<^ilbhin chle<^i-Aich, bhtt<^b<^ich^ bhp^- 

^T 3^ip TF^ choll <^ n-biAibh chlAnn l(ic^iiui|'. 

X)^6Jbh ^ 3-c|iei6e<^Tnh 3^11 Tnliille<^bh 3<^n qi^ech<^&h, 
l)i<^bh ^n e^^sluiT ^3 ce<^3Ai3^6h <^ b-qt^ub<^, 
bft^ichfte^ C<^T^oi3, y<^3<^inc ^'t Cl^iji'chAibh, 
*X beibh fich 30 6e5i3h 'n A bheoish <^3 Ciiiinn. 

5uibhim lOy^ ^ chibheAf <^n meib yc, 

[Vluifte ^h^chAi{t A'l* p&cqtuicc 6^i6-3he<^l. 

CclAm CjioTbhe <^3U|" l)jti3hia: iK^omhch^, 
5© n-bAin3n%he pAb 5^oi6hil 6*<^ cL&le, 
1* 30 6-a3i6h bbiobh An 3rtToinh p bhe^^nAbh, 
5<^ill 60 bhTbi|u: ^Y c|iiach bhAnbhA ThAo{t<^6b. 

TLn qi&ch ctttochnui3h An c-yt3h bheAn pfaeucAcb, 
J/lAji A bGbhttAf Ai|i b-diT An vdhb p, 
lAji m-buAlAbh A bAy 30 ppAb ifK ch&le, 
bo chuAibh p iniAy be iiuAi3 30 n^ullAibb. 
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And clutched the sceptre with an iron grasp — 
He sways the faulchion with a feebler clasp ! 
Flee, trembling churls ! high justice wakes at last, 
Sternly to reckon o'er the guilty past — 
Flee from the land*s assembled might, nor stain, 
Saxon or Scot, her sacred soil again. 

Oh what a lambent glory kindles now. 
Chasing the shadows from lerne's brow. 
Green as the sward upon her mountain's side 
Floats her broad banner o'er the girding tide — 
A vigorous race her children stand around. 
Free as the biilows, mighty as their bound ; 
Lo ! where the opening clouds reveal a form 
Tranquil as sunshine — stately as the storm. 
Tremble ye false ones that strange altars raise. 
Insulting heaven with opprobrious praise ; 
Tremble ye false ones while religion's hand 
Bids the broad volume of her truth expand — 
Prompt at the summons of the meek-eyed maid, 
Faith rears the crosier — freedom bares the blade, 
" Truth and the Gael" — 'tis Banba's rallying word. 
Stamped on each banner, graven on each sword — 
Pours every lip the sacred burthen round. 
And every heart reverberates the sound. 
Fainting and foiled the bleeding scorners fly ; 
While, freedom's eldest born, with humid eye, 

VOL. II Y 
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7Vj bV'^i^S V iiie-p ^\\i leic ^ m*^h\^\i, 

5<^T» |-p)t<^c<^6h^ 3<^n 3hU|i 3<^n qte6i|i^ 3<^n <^6ti chofi, 
l^n be bhit^n cp^ T3^" ^ tS^uIc<^. 

Cp&ch bhibhei^T *t <^n |l$iTnh <^fn bhe$|t<^ibhe bh^u|i<^ch^ 
. J/ITle 30 leich, chui3 bheich A'j dub leiy, 
*2l3 pn b^otbh-p cpToch mo T3^^T^- 



50 m-bubh yU^n bo'n mhiK^oi bhibh <^ |t<^ei|t <^iji u^i3h Ui 

le cji&bh <^ cjioibhe <^3 c<^(fiTie<^bh u<^T^l 5<^^h^l, 
5ibh b'):i<3 fi TOO chli 30 Tudichce qieich, 
Mo 3hii&bh t 'r 3<^ch rtibh b'^ 3.cudUibh in6. 
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Peace, o'er the prospect waves her mantling whig, 
And bards, in Erin's tongue, her triumphs sing. 
God of my hope ! thou seest my soul's distress — 
My tears — my anguish — God of mercy ! ble?s 
This union of the Gael — my bleeding heart 
Invokes thee, heavenly queen ! oh thou, that art 
Our own apostle ; thou of gentlest breast — 
Columb ; and Bridget, on each warrior's crest 
Bid victory sit, till Banbu*s circling wave 
Encompass not a tyrant or a slave ! — 

These suppliant accents breathed, all wildly clung 
The maiden's hands, in holy transport wrung, 
Her upraised brow with heaven's eflulgence shone, 
Then sudden wrapt from earth the nymph was gone — 
And solitude was on me, and the thought 
Darker than solitude ; in vain I sought 
With straining eye to catch the lustruous hue 
Of her unearthly vesture as she flew ; 
And I was left alone with my despair, 
Weeping the mighty hearts that mouldered there. 



Adieu to her who poured beside the tomb. 
That wondrous tale of mingling joy and gloom ; 
Dear maid ! blest tale ! on every tear you drew. 
Sweet Hope looked down ; my soul remembers you. 



v2 



NOTES 



TO THE 



ODES, ELEGIES, ETC. 



NOTES. 



iTORNA'S LAMENT FOR CORC AND NIAL, 

A. D. 423. 

The rule de non apparentibus et non existentiims eadem 
ratio, has long been applicable to the Bardic remains of 
Ireland. Whatever the public may have heard of our ancient 
Fileas, it knows but little of their works ; hence, an apparently 
well-formed, though certainly erroneous, conclusion seems to 
have been adopted, either that no such works have ever been 
extant, or that they have altogether perished by the hand of 
time, or in the unparalleled distractions of this unhappy country.* 



* The people of Wales and Scotland have anxiously encouraged the publication of 
their ancient literature ; but in Ireland, even to the present day, it has been almost 
entirely neglected. This national apathy may be accounted for, in some deejee, 
by our unhappy dissentions, and the division of our population into two great 
contending parties, the Anglo-Irish and the Milesian- Irish ; both actuated by 
different views and interests, and, for some centuries, irreconcilable enemies. 
The former invanably looked %vith a jealous eye on the language and literature 
of Ireland, which they endeavoured to depreciate and destroy, as Anti-English 
and A nti- Protestant ; while the latter, or ancient natives, though always well 
inclined to protect and restore those memorials of their ancestors, were debarred 
from so doing by political circumstances. Thus it has happened, that since the 
splendid projects of the Friars of Donegal in the seventeenth century, (which 
were unfortunately frustrated by the troubles of 1641,) no Irishman has as yet 
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That much baa been eo destroyed is a melaochoiy ^t, which 
cannot be denied ; but that a great and valuable portion of our 
earlj literature has survived, is also equally incontrovertible. 
In the present part of this work, a few of these preserved relics 
are laid before the readers ; and should they have the effect of 
awakening the attention of my fellow countrymen to the re- 
mainder of those neglected remnants of national antiquity, I 
shall esteem myself amply rewarded for the time and labour 
bestowed on this undertaking. 

Toma Eigeoi, or the Uamed, the author of the present ode, 
was one of the last of our Pagan Bards, though he has been, 
by sonie^ supposed to- have been a Christian. Ue flourished 

T ' ^ 

appeared, to undertake or patronise any pervasive measure for the restoration of 
the ancient literature and poetry of his native country.— Not so in the patriotic 
Principality of Wales. There, an individual, Ovren Jones, *'The Thames 
Street Furrier," or, ffccording to his well deserved and more enviable appellation, 
" the Cambrian Mecaenas,** has done more for the literary honor and character 
of his native land, than all that the sons of Erin have been able to achieve 
for theirs, for the last 200 years. In 1774, this excellent man, whose life was 
dedicated to the preservation of the literary treasures of his country, ^mnded the 
Gwyneddigicn Society, and collected, printed and published, at his sole expenot, 
that noble moirament of Cymric literature, the Amcbaiology of Walks. With 
a perseverance as ardent as it was inflexible, he employed his time and his purse 
in the collection of all the ancient manuscripts relating to the history, the poetry, 
and the antiquities of Wales ; and, in addition to those of which the Arebaiology 
consists, he succeeded in obtaining neariy one hundred quarto volumes of Welch 
poetry, which have been lately published by the C y m mnd crioH Society. — See 
that valuable publication, the Retrotpeclive Review, vol. xi. p. 68. In vain do 
we seek in Ireland for any such example of genuine patriotism. Neither col- 
lectively nor individually is the like to be found. The venerable literary remains 
of former days, (and no country could produce them in greater number, or of 
higher value,) are rapidly decaying, but no generous spirit, like that of the 
noble-minded Welchman, appears, to rescue them from destruction. The sons 
of the Gael — Uie ancient Milesian race, have seldom required stimulants in the 
career of glory, even when decorating with laurels the proud brows of their 
oppressors. Here then an achievement awaits them, worthy tlieir piety and 
patriotism, to rescue from the destroying hand of time those ancient monuments 
on which depends so much of the fame and glory of tlieir country and anceslon. 
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early io the fidtb century, and a particular account of his life 
and works will be found in 0Tlaherty*8 Ogygia, and in Bishop 
^Nicholson's Irish Historical Library. In his time, the Irbh 
Monarchy having; become vacant, Cctc^ king of Munster, of 
the race of Heber, eldest son of Mikiiug, and Niai, descended 
from Heriman the youngest son, contended for the throne, each 
claiming it, under various pretences, as his hereditary right. 
Our bard, who was then the chief Druid, Doctor j or Ard-ol- 
lamh of the kingdom, and who had been preceptor, (or, as he 
himself seems to insinuate, foster father) to both princes, 
endeavoured to reconcile their differences. Three poems of his 
composition, commemorative of these contending chiefs, are 
extant. In Uie first, he delivers certain precepts to his pupil 
Nial ; the second exhibits him in the character of a mediator 
between the royal rivals, in which office it seems he was suc- 
cessful, vuie Mac CurtirCi Antiquiiies, p. 122; and the third 
poem, here translated, describes, in feeling terms, the friendship 
which they bore for our bard, and his lamentation for their 
death. These poems, which are preserved in manuscripts of 
considerable antiquity, gave rise, about the close of the six- 
teenth century, to a memorable poetical contest between the 
bards of the North and South of Ireland, well known as the 
1om^|tb^6h ibijt le<^ch Cum ^suj le^zh [Ao^h^Ah, — **The 
contention of the bards of the Northern and Southern divisions 
of Ireland*'^Controversia Uibernica, Ultoniam inter at Momo- 
niam, de nobilitate Regum utriusque Provincise orta. This 
contest was commenced by Teige Mac Daire a famous bard of 
Thomond, who sought to exalt the Southern princes, and par- 
ticularly the O'Briens, over the Northern descendants of Nial ; 
while Loui$ O'Clery and other bards of Leath Cuin ably sup- 
ported the pretensions of the latter. The several poems pro- 
duced on both sides have been collected under the above title, 
and, independently of their value as literary compositions, they 
contain allusions to historical facts, of which there is reason to 
believe no other proofs are now remaining. The lomarba is. 
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therel'ore, highly deserving of publication. To most copies is 
prefixed TorDa*s Duan, beginning bK\l cKzh^ icxip Cope 

ir ^i<^ll ** The cause of war betwixt Core and Nial;" but 

whatever disputes subsisted, respecting the right of precedency 
between these rival princes and their descendants, all our coo- 
tending bards were unanimous, as to the poetical merits of this 
ancient composition.* 

« " The ties of hofy fatterage" 
The bard gives his wards an appellation particularly endear- 
ing among the Irish, ^o 6h& 6h^lc^nn, My two foster chil- 
dren. CamhrenHi extols the exceeding great love which, in 
Ireland, subsisted between the fosterers and their foster-chil- 
dren. Sir John Davies alludes to it in his Historical Relations 
— See also Coigan, p. 496, and Waref i. 72. — This, like many 
other Irish customs, with our Ftftiaii poetry and ancient music, 
reached Scotland. — See Johnson's Journey to the Western 
Islands; and the Report of the Committee of the Highland 
Society on the poems of Ossian, p. 147. 

3 «( Albania bowed to NiaFi bands.*" 
Nial invaded Alba^ and gave it the name of Scoiia wnmor. 
In his reign, St. Patrick was brought a captive to Ireland. 
About this period, as Christianity encreased in Ireland, the 



* This is a Bne old poem, and I regret having been disappointed in mj inten- 
tion of including it in this collection. It contains some passages of great force 
and beauty, bopb A rqie<^chAn A|l S<^ch rp<^13 "The waves loud 
roaring on the shore/' is a happy assimilation of the sound to the sense. The 

distich 'yu^^ill nAch |-coilci& ncoill neimhe, ^ rhpeein 

Aip A crAippi&he, " A wonder that the heavens were not rent, by 
the shoutings of the multitude/' is truly, poetic. The heroes contend like 
Achilles and Agamemnon. — After Core's declaration that be would not forego 
his claim to t!ie Sovereignty, Nial, without vouchsafing a reply, commands im- 
mediate preparation for war. ^^ C<^chA 6o Clip AmAch, '• Pour forth 
the baUalions,*' (a metaplior taken from letting sheep loose out of a pen,) is not 
unworthy of Homer. Torna lived upwards of 1400 years ago. 
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salutation, 7lon 6f^ 6huic, " One God to you," became 
general among the people. It was at first used interrog-atively 
by the new convert, towards his pagan neighbour, to ascer- 
tain whether the latter had embraced the Christian faith, and 
admitted only the one true God, but it was afterwards under- 
stood as a pious wish for his conversion. It is a curious fact, 
that the same salutation has continued in use to the present 
day, a period of upwasds of 1400 years, in many parts of 
Ireland, although the original meaning is forgolti n. 



REMAINS OF THE PAGAN BARDS. 

Although I have commenced this part of the present work, 
with a poem of one of the last of our pagan bards, it was not 
for want of others of a much earlier date, some of which I shall 
now proceed to lay before the reader. These consist of a few 
short odes, attributed to Amergin^ the son, and Lvgady the 
nephew, of Miletuu^ who lived about one thousand years before 
the Christian era; to Royti^ the poetic^ who preceded it by 
four centuries; and Ferceirtre, who lived shortly before it. 
Although in the last sentence the word " attributed" has been 
used, out of respect for the antiquarian scruples of some readers, 
yet the writer is himself firmly convinced of the antiquity of 
these poems, and that they have been composed by the bards 
whose names they bear. To this conclusion he has arrived, 
after a scrupulous investigation of the language and contents of 
our earliest records, aided by whatever external evidence could 
be found to bear on the subject; and he has no doubl, but that 
a similar investigation, by aqy unprejudiced mind, would lead to 
a similar conclusion. Here, the historical sceptic would do well 
to consider what Spenser and Camden, no friends, by the way, 
of the Irish, say of their remote origin. The latter ascribes it 
to the very beginning of time, and his opinion is supported by 
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the iovestigations of the ablest modern antiquaries. But what, 
if Ireland were yet proved to be a fragment of the famous 
Atlantis of antiquity. We know that " where the Atlantic 
rolls wide Continents have bloomed." Some scattered tradi- 
tions among the Irish are otherwise inexplicable. The geogra- 
phical projection of the Island, its whole line of precipitous 
coast, from the Giant's Causeway, westward, to the scattered 
islets on the South of Munster, afford undeniable proofs of some 
great convulsion of nature, at an early period of the world. 
Hence, Whitehurst was of opinion, that the celebrated cooti* 
nent alluded to, extended from Ireland, and the Azores, to the 
shores of America. If our ancient records were collected and 
published, much additional assistance might be derived by the 
learned, towards elucidating this, and many other points of 
primary importance to the early history of Europe. — To return, 
however, firom this digression. 

llie following poems are taken from the Leabhar OkabkaUuSj 
or *' Book of Invasions," an old historical record, of which a 
copy, troMscribed in the beginning of the twelfth century, from 
one of an earlier date, now remains in the Buckingham library, 
at Stowe. — See O'Conor's catalogue of the Irish MSS. there 
preserved* — They are written chiefly in the Bearla Feni, or 
Fenian dialect. The language is so obsolete, that it cannot be 
understood without a gloss ; and even the gloss itself is fre- 
quently so obscure, as to be equally difficult with the text. 
The old glossaries of these ancient dialects are lost, or lie hid- 
den in foreign libraries ; and there can be no doubt but that the 
want of them has prevented our linguists and antiquaries from 
illustrating and publishing many valuable manuscripts; and, 
amongst others, the following ancient fragments. It is not 
intended here, to accompany these poems with translations, 
which would necessarily require explanations too copious for 
my present limits. I must, therefore, be content, as in other 
instances, with merely preserving the originals. 

The first poem, by Amergin, was composed while he was 
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coasting^ on the shores of Ireland. It is in Conachn verse, 
accompanied by a gloss, and evidently appears to have been 
sung to music. It bears every mark of the highest antiquity. 
The bard intimates that he and his companions, sailing on the 
clear sea, approached the land of £rin. — He praises the appear- 
ance of the country as he passes along — its fruitful extensive 
heights — extensive dropping woods — showery cascade- like 
riyers — overflowing lakes, and innumerable springs; and na- 
turally wishes that it may prove to them a country of peace 
and delights, &c. This was esteemed an ancient poem in the 
ninth century. 

2I1I1U i<^ch n-Ciite<^nn * — ^Cjt m<^c mhuift moch<^ch ^ — 
(7lodi<^ch ylK^bh TTie<^ch<^ch — Tpe<^ch^ch coill cioch^ch "" — 
Cioch^ch <^bh e<^T<^ch ^ — ^e^T<^ch loch lionmh<^|t « — 
lionnih<^lt c<^iit no{tp<^ — Cio{tp<^ zu^xh <^on<^ch ' — 
^n<^ch pish Ce<^mhp^ch — Ce<^mhop cop cuAch<^» — 
Cu<^ch<^ iTfK^c (7lile<^6h *» — mile Ions libhe<^pn * — 



Simiilf. 

'Si^^^^Jij V^P^^" "^ h-dp«^nn 60 pochc<^in buinn. — 
^ muinnp <^c<^ ^3 eipim no <^3 mApcuishe^^chc ^ip <^ti muip 
whopchopch<^i3h,Tio <^ip^n <^6hbh<^lmhuip. — ^^lip ye^^pn^bh 
<^3UT <^ip n!e<^chTiu3h<^6h <^ip ^ yleibhabh, <^ip A nie^^chKibh 
<^3UT<^ip ^ ccoillnbh <^ip <^ ni-bi6 ce<^ch<^. — ^ 5^ hAibhnibh 
^3"T 3^ he<^T^ibh. — * b^ loch<^ lionfnh<^p<^. — ' 6a hiOTn<^6 
aobp<^6, no ^ip chulchuibh nobp<^6. — ^30 p^ibh ^onAcb no 
<^oibhne<^T. — » 5^ pAibh pi3h u<^i.in yein ^ Zze^n\h\i^. — 
^l3UT 30 n\A)^ h-"T buy cu<^ch 6'<^p n-ioni<^6 lifo3h. — *>5^ 
ni^6h |:olU^T mic fVlile^bh pp cu<^ch<^.— * Cipe iip6lon3. — 
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libhe<^|tii ^p6 Cipe ^ — ^Cipe Ap& bichleAy ' — 
6iche<^6<^l po 3h<^och " — po 3<^ot Ik^ti bpeiye" — 
bpay b<^n bu<^i3hne — buAi3hne be <^&hbh<^l Cipe ^ — : 
Cipe €ipe^mhon opcuy p — ip eibhi(»p Ailpcy, 

The next poen, or Rithairee, by Amergin, was composed on 
his landing at Jnver'Coipa, near the present town of Droght^da — 

7ln\ 3<^och 1 muip — Am conn qteAcliAn — 

*2lm |:uAim ni<^p — Am 6Amh fenp — 

*2lm Ye3h Aille — Am 6ep 3pane — 

2lm cAom lubhA — Am cope 3Aille — 

^Im e. 0, 1 ImmWi — Am loch i mAi3h — 

7lm bpi3h bAnA — Am 3A1 lA ipo&hb — yeAp A]* peAchcA — 

^m 6Ae beAlbhuy 60 chinn cocnu — coiclie n^b 3leAn clochAp 

yleibhe — 
CiA &u 1 luibh ipume 3peme — 
CiA yeAchc pechc pch 3An ecclA — 
Ci]- non&o3h buAp ceAchpAch abh&he — 
CiA 6Aon ciA 6eA beAlbhu]- |:AobhpA An6ionn — 
1n6ionn AileAy, cAince 6icAn cochlAchc — 



^ libheApn mAc |7lileA6h le c<<ippomh innre. — ' AbhbhAl 
pluj-bA, poif &iAcA. — *" 2ln c-<<ipcheA6Al po 3hAoch-yA &o 
6heAnAmh. — " S'^'^®^^'^ ^"^ 3A0&A bpeiy. — ^ buAi3hne 
6humn pochcAin 3U|" An yAop-mnAoi Cipe AtbhyeAch. — 
p 5'^^^^^^*^ Cipewhon A3uy CibKiop. 
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6Aile<^T |:e<^6h^ yo6h^il cobhlAch**c<^ch<^in <^ille — 
^lilipbhe pe<^T coifn«^T cAinre — ^5<^och <^fn 3^och i muip — 
(^ch<^iTi i^|t<^mh 60 c^cc<^l eyoc 1 n-inbei^poibh — 
.^l"cc<^ch wmit moch^ch ap — ConK^ibhm ne^cc k^tcc ^o 
cuinn pe<^ch<^ibh — 

mil pojtc — 
7[ clAoi&h, coTTK^ibhin ne^cc MYC<^ch Tnui|t, K^ycc^ch. 

The third poem is by Lugad, the son of Ith, and contempo- 
rary of Atnergin. In the old copy of the book of Inyasions at 
Stowe, Lugad is called C^ IA1& h-€p. The first, or pri- 
maeval bard of Erin. He delivered these verses on the loss 
of his wife, Fial, who died through excess of shame, for 
having been seen naked while bathing. The bard represents 
himself as seated on a cold and stormy beach, overwhelmed 
with great sorrow; for a woman died — Fial her namel-a 
beauteous flower — being unveiled, she saw a hero on the shore 
— gpreat and oppressive was her death to her husband — The 
river Fial in Munster, where the event occurred, still bears her 
name. The language of this poem is most ancient 

yui6he<^m yonn pp y^^ cpAchc — 

<^inbhche<^ch ):u<^chc * — 

Cfiioch Y^P ^^ ^^^^ <^6hbh<^l e<^chc — 

e^^chc 6oni pu<^chc — 



Simny. 

W\ vu<^chc opp<^ 6 <^inbhchine n<^ tii&sh^. 
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'iliX ^eiihim bhuibh 6A b^ch be<^n — 

bpo3<^ir bU6h *» — 

oT 3itiAn 3l^n.*= — 
'2l6hbh<^l ^cc ecc bom pu^chc — 

C)iu<^i6h pom chWi&h.** — 
^ochc ^ yift ^jt po fhil — 

pu po Tui6h. 

The following is another venerable fragment of antiquity, 
composed by Royn^ Jile, or the bard, son of Ugaine Mcr, 
monarch of Ireland, who flourished about four centuries before 
the Christian era. He briefly describes the progress of the 
Oael, from Egypt, through Scythia and Spain, to Ireland ; the 
division of the island among them, and the names of their 
leaders.— 

71 mhic U3<^ine co T<^ch — bo puy Cipiim in3<^bh. 
'2l6<^iii pu<^i6h pe pqi6<^6<^p ycia<^ T^ichpc 
Tflu^i3h pi ye^^n^ip pechc^cop Ciccipc A ii&iobh<^6h 
Cin3cpiy c6nopc ollApbhAip bebh<^iT muip pobhAip 
llepyAc pe puibhliof l<^ |:^ po |:echcAibh -pon^ii* 
^lul ycocA combe^pc ^p n<^ichpe <^innfi 3^bhT<^c 3<^oi6hil 
]tecbii' ycoc confih^inm cAiii in3bin |:op<^inm pep6<(r<^p 
*2lnibpui3e mAi6hi6 30 ^ciaA cinnpc ci^nn cocc, clAnn^ 



^ 'Jlip 6. p<^ibh biyei^cb <^3 c&mni(i3h<^6h, — "" jle |:e^p- 
6bAcbc ^n qi&n|:hip 6*|:'^<^icpn ox ^n bh-'Fe<^p<^Tin 11-31^11. — 
** Clobh no cocb<^ilc 6o cb<^bb^ipc yop ^ bhpT. 
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ClAiT CO l)eiccipc ^nib<^i ^ecanebuTb<^ yop^innfi ^(^il. 
Ypi S^U^mh s^bh^T cleAmhnAT ^ecanebuT ^^^ X^oz^ 
2lcc ycoich chiiiel c<^OTnchU^iT 6Ar\m u<^i6. bit03|"<^c Te<^ch 
2l|:|:it^ic yo 'Fe^^p ^on ci<^ch lAchAp Y^"^*^T T^PT^^S^ 
yo 6011 yepc pji ^mm 'pechc<^c<^|i C^^^rp. A ccoimpch 
llich feonn <^ipe<^ch <^ifnhip3in ' dmhip Ip <^on colpch<^ 

dpe<^inb$n 
CjK^niK^n oc m^c^ 5^lAmh 3^bhT<^iT miA6h mil. mAic 
(Till, m^inich <^ ee<^nih^ cinyic ^^bh^ilpc TC<^):]p<^ 

ye Te^^lbh T<^e3hl<^nn<^ch yA y^^e |np ipene^^ch^^iy 
YpiT ^^'^ T^^ Y^cwuipc fne<^T<^ m<^oiTi ^ttk^ic. 



The next noted bard before the era of redemption, whose 
works have descended to our time, is Ferceirtne, He sung, in 
the following poem, of Ollamh Fodhla, the monarch and lawgiver 
of the Irish, whom he describes as valiant in battle ; as having 
founded the mup n' olIAmh, or college of the learned ; and 
instituted the FeU of Tarah ; and that he ruled in peace and 
glory, for forty years, as sole monarch of Ireland. This poem 
also gives an account of six succeeding rulers of his race, and 
explains the origin of the names of the great territorial divisions 
of Ireland. It is highly prized by Irish antiquaries. 



OllAwh |:o6hU^ yeochAip ^6X — bo po p^itin niO|i n'olU^mh — 
C,n<^ pish pu<^nnh 30 p<^ch — lAy ^ n-6e<^pn^6h "feiy 
Ze^mhii^ch— 

VOL. II. Z 
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Ctpinn— 
CoiK^h ii^ibh Tppi T^oipe yon — ^s^bhj-Ac Ul. i^mmniush^^h 
5^bhT^ Xe pi jiCTTW 30 fi-3<^il — ^joji €ipinn Oll<^mh<^iii — 
Ce^^cbfK^chA Aft ceA6 <^chc qii qi<^ — m rliu6hch<^Y&h ne^eh 

ei^cojtjtA <^nn — 
YK^nti^cbc^yU^noll 30 jt^^ch — <^3ut 5^i^be oll3hoch<^ch — 
Yi<^ch<^ Oillioll Ajtn 3<^och po|- s^bh — <^3UT <^n b<^6hbh 

l)^ h-OllAwih <^ip6e 3<^ch <^il — m^c v^S'^ Y^<^^^^ ')pionii- 

ycoch<^i3h — 
U<^iYle 3<^ch pi pio3h6h<^ <^ 6hpe<^ch — 6p yhiol fVlhile<^h 

n<^ moip chpe<^ch — 
^op chlAtin |lu&hpAi6he p<^6h nsle— cup^6h^ cp6&h<^ 

cp^obhpu<^i6he — 
Tlx ^ ion^6h u^ill poy 3h<^bb — <^ yei^bh cinne<^&h Oll^mhAn 
"U^bhpi^bh loin3Te<^ch lop ^ Kon — po ope Cobhch^ch A 

n6ionn piosb — 
5© T^u<^i3h lAi3hne<^ch c^p Unn lip— &ibh po hAiTiTnni3hchi 

lKi3hen— 
Coch<^i6h (Tliimo mo 3<^ch m-bpeii* — pi CipiOTin itk^c fAo 

VeibhiT— 
?lf u<^ibh Amm ^umh<^n cenmh^ip — Ainm UU^6h 
OllKmb<^in. 



These hitherto unpublished fragments, are considered as de- 
cisive evidence of the early cultivation of letters, and the poetic 
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art in Ireland. Aware, however^ that many objections might 
be raised against this extreme antiquity, the various proofs 
commonly adduced in support of it by Irish writers, have been 
carefully examined, and the result was, the most firm convic- 
tion of its reality. The poems themselves are preserved in 
grave historical treatises, many centuries old. They are found 
preceded by the names, and some short notices, of the several 
Fileas, to whom they are attributed. Their language is obso- 
lete, and their idioms antiquated. Both are evidently of the 
earliest ages — certainly very different firom those of any com- 
position of the last thousand years. According, therefore, to 
the strictest rules of historic evidence, tbeir antiquity must be 
allowed. Indeed it would require more than even the scep- 
ticism of my old trieud. Doctor Ledwicb, to resist the proofs of 
their authenticity. 

But the following extract from the Book of Lecan, will be 
found to refer even to an earlier period, and to contain, as it 
appears to me, something of the mythology of the Dedanites, 
who possessed this island before their invading conquerors, 
since known by the name of Milesians. 



*^ l)<^c<^p iA6 r\\ cpi 6e<^-&An<^nn 6n ^inniTfTshchep 
Cu<^chA &e6An<^n6, (eAbhon) cfiT mic bpeiff mhicClAch<^in, 
cpK^ll, {^sui* bpiAn, ^^uj Cec — 6i^ux bpi<^n, ^^uj luch^p 
K3UT 1ueh<^pb<^ cpi mic Cuipen6. — b{^c<^p iA6 n<^ qii 
6pui6h on <^iTimni3hchep cu<^ch<^ be b^v^nb — \\^p ^3t*T 
bpocc <^3UT pobb ^ qti 6{tuich. — ^^'T ^3^T T^^^i^^P^ ^5^T 
eoluy ^ c|ii n-oi6e. — 6ubh <^3ut bobup ^^uy 6oipce <^ cpi 
6eo3buipi, (e<^6hon) y^ich ^^uj lop ^3UT tinu6h A cpi 
pontK^ipe. — Y^ich ^suy poyc <^3ui' p<^6h^pcc <^ cpi 6epc^i6h. 
— C Alice A3UT cp^n <^3UT cpen* ^ cpi jilU^i. — ^2lch<^c A3UT 

z2 
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3<^ech <^3UY pbhe ^ cpi 3<^b|t<^. — ^Tlicc 6.^ux c^ish ^^m 
C<^iftchell ^ c|ti choin, — Ceol <^3ux binn <^3ut tecbinn A 
c|ti c|iuia|ii. — ^5*^ <^3U|- 3Un <^3uy sleo <^ cpi CTp|i^c<^.— 
bu<^ibh <^3UT opb^^n <^3ut co3h<^6h 6. cpi n-<^ice. ^ibh <^3iir 
j\me <^3UT yubA <^ cpi wuime. — Cum<^ <^3U|- i^c ^^ux 
Y^mh^^il <^ cfti cu^^ich. — f^ell ^^ay ceia <^3U|- poch^^m 6. 
cfti muishi-cluichi. — ^^Ime <^3U|- inbrnhux <^3ux b|iu3<^T A 
qii b|iuimni. CAin <^3ut ^Uish <^3ur |ioch<^in <^ qii 
n-bmne. — Oc<^T ^T »^^ F ^'PT C<^^^ wuishi-cuniebh vop 
|:omh<^|ic<^ibh-"* — Book ofLecan, p. 11, co/. I. 

As European discoveries extended in the Cast, several 
ancient monuments have come to light, which corroborate many 
parts of our early history. Even so near us as Sicily, a Phe- 
nician Inscription has lately been found, which is said to record 
a gpreat famine in Canaan, and the expatriation of a numerous 
body of the people, who established themselves in the dominion 
of an Atlantic prince, about 2000 years before the Christian 



* These were the three Dedanites. (or divinities of Danann,) from whom the 
Tuatha De Daoann take their name, viz : the three sons of Brass, the son of 
£lathain, Triall, and Brian, and Get— and Brian and Juchar and Jacharba 
were the three sons of Tuirend. — Rapine, Theft, and Robbery, were their three 
concubines. — Knowledge, Inquisitive Research, and Science, their three instruc- 
tors. — Blackness, Obscurity, and Darkness, their three Cup-bearers. — Satiety, 
Sufficiency, and Impletion, their three Apportioned. — Vision, Eye or Percep- 
tion, and Sight, tlieir three Spies.— Strength, Robustness, and Vigor, their three 
Servants. — Storm, Wind, and Breeze, tlieir three Horses. — Indagation, Pursuit, 
and Active Swiftness, their three. Hounds. — Music, Melody, and Harmony of 
Strings, their three Harpers. — Purity, Cleanness, and Neatness, their three 
Wells. — Wish, Selection, and Choice, their three Delights. — Peace, Pleasure, 
and Mirth, their three Nurses. — Equality, Identity, and Similarity, their three 
Cups. — Eminence, Fair-hill, and Rising- ground, their three places of Conven- 
tion. — Riches, Treasure, and Possession, their three Hills. ^Fairness, Beauty, 
and Extreme Mildness, their three Mounts. (Dunes,) &c. 



NOTES. 357 



era. It is probable that this inscription, when decyphered, 
may be found to correspond with the Irish accounts of some of 
our early invaders. 



* D ALLAN FORGAILL'S ODE TO AODH, SON 

OF DUACH.— A. D. 680. 

This, and the two poems which immediately follow it in the 
text, are compositions of the gixth and seventh centuries of 
Christianity. Dalian the author of the present ode, died, 
according to Tigemack, in A. D. 597. Colgan informs us, 
that he " flourished in 580, and that he was better acquainted 
with the antiquities of his native country than any other writer 
of his time. He wrote in the antiquated language some works, 
which, in these latter ages, cannot be easily understood even 
by the best informed in I rish. Hence, it is, that the antiqua- 
ries of later times have illustrated them with copious glossaries, 
and have been accustomed to expound them tn the antiquarian 
schools, as precious monuments of the ancient idiom and anti- 
quities of Ireland. Dalian's principal poem is in honor of S, 
Cohmiha^ and was written before that Saint had departed from 
the Synod of Dromceat in Ulster, in 596. It is entitled Amhra 
Columchille, I have a copy of it, well written, but intelligible 
to very few." — Thus for Colgan. — Many of Dalian's works, 
known to have been extant in the days of that learned writer, 
(1647,) are now supposed to be lost. The Amhra^ or poem in 
Eulogy of Colum-Celle, is, however, safe, and the |K>ems in 
the text are preserved in a curious old tract, entitled " The 
Reformation of the Bards," and were produced on the follow- 
ing occasion. —Aodh, Hugh, the son of Duach the black, king 
of Orgial, was possessed of a famous shield, called Dubhgiolla, 
which was the pride of his kingdom, and the envy of his neigh- 
bours, and seems to have been gifted with as many virtues as 
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that of the renowQed Grecian hero. This shield was long 
eoTeted by Aodh Fiom, or the fair. Prince of Breifke, and after 
many solicitations and promises, he prevailed on our bard, 
Dalian, to go to Orgial, and endeavour to obtain it for him ; 
for so great was the influence of the bards, at that time, that 
few durst venture to refuse any request of theirs, however un- 
reasonable. Dalian, having undertaken the task, went, attended 
by a retinue of fifty bards, to the Dun, or mansion of the son 
of Duack, where he delivered the two odes in our text. Ue 
failed, however, in his design. ** Your poem is good," replied 
Aodh, '* and I will reward thee with gold and silver and precioas 
gems : stately steeds and cattle will I likewise give, bat not 
the shield, that thou canst not have." Afiter this determined 
refusal, Dalian departed, threatening to inflict the dreaded 
vengeance. ** I will,** says he, '' satirize the king, and make 
his name odious, throughout the wide extended regions of 
Alba and Ireland.* Of the bard's poetic powers, to carry this 
threat into execution, the specimens which have descended to 



* Bardic insolence at this period, knew no bounds. O'Danneilut, in his life 
of Columba, mentions, that on one occasion, they threatened, in a body, to 
Satirite that Saint, for not giring them presents at a time when he had nothing 
to bestow. — Set Smith'i excellent History qf Columba, p. 93. — 0«r general His- 
tory informs us, that the poetic tribe was, soon after this period, " reformed,** 
yet, much of the old leaven remained. To the present day, the rural Irish 
dread nothing so much as the satirical severity of their bards. Many a man, 
who would kindle into rage at the sight of an armed foe, will befonnd to trem- 
ble at the thought of offending a rymer. One of the latter I have seen : his 
name was Brenan, and though he might not be called " a fellow of infinite 
jest, of most excellent fancy,** yet he was a ready versifier in his native tongue, 
and had wit enough to keep two large districts in the West of Ireland, for many 
years amused by his rural songs and in dread of his broad local satirt. He 
bore some faint resemblance to the ancient bards. He knew no settled residence. 
Whatever house he chose to stop at, and he seldom selected the poorest, became 
his home during the time of his stay. Generally welcomed with pretended, 
though often with real sincerity ; the best bed, and place at table were always at 
bis service. Thus he lived to a good old age, feared for his satirical powen, 
but respected for his virtues. He has left behind some songs and sarcastic 
verses, but none of thera above mediocrity. 
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U8, leave very little room to doubt. A stanza of his, on the 
death of Columkill, A. D, dM, is quoted by the Four Masters. 

If lei3he|* le3h<^ 3^11 ley, 
If bebh^^il fineft<^ jie ymu<^iT, 
ly <^bhji<^n jie cpuic 3<^n ceif, 
Xmbe 6eif <^ni n<^ft3<^in u^^x• 

The Leech's <lrug that's sanative no more ; 
The bone that's marrowless — whose strength is o*er; 
The harp that thrills not to one answering breast : 
Such are we since he fell— our noblest! — best! — 

Adamnan in his valuable life of Columba, apud Messingham, 
Parisiis, 1624, relates, of the poet Cronan, a; d. 660, that he 
sung verses according to the manner of his art, ** ex more 
suae artis carmina mudulabiliter cantabat." Doctor O'Conor 
remarks that " Irish poems of the seventh century, yet 
extant, afford internal evidence that their construction is founded 
on the traditional Rhythmical Songs of the Pagan Bards. 
Their metre and their jingle are national. They follow a long 
established practice, well known to the bards of former times 
Well might this indefatigable and truly learned antiquarian 
ask, " What northern nation of Europe can compare with 
these in point of antiquity V'^Ep. Nunc* p, 20. 



DALLAN'S ODE TO DUBHGHIOLLA, THE 

SHIELD OF AODH. 

From this ode it appears that the Irish gave names to their 
warlike weapons. In the fine old historical romance — '* Tike 
death of the children of Utnach,^' Conor, king of Ulster, thus 
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describes his arms. — ^* The ocean, the Tictorioiis, the cast, tad 
the blue green blade ;" that \a, my shield and my two javeliBs, 
and my broad sword — See the Transaciians of the GaeKe Sodehf^ 
Dublin, 1808, p, 95, for that ancient piece, as translated 
by the late ingenious Theophilus O'Flanagan. — The ancient 
Britons took a particular pride in adorning their swords. The 
Goths as well as the Saracens gave them names. Clemens 
Alezandrinus says, that the ancient Scythians even went so 
far as to worship a sword. Their country was called by the 
Irish Ycia^^ |tfiAch-3lain, Scythia of polished shields. 



« SEANCHAN'S LAMENT OVER DALLAN, 

A. D. 597. 

Seanchan Torpest, a Conaught poet, succeeded Dalian as 
chief of the bards ; and sung this funeral hymn over the mortal 
remains of his celebrated predecessor. He survived him many 
years, and chiefly flourished in the reign of Ouaire the Mu- 
nificent, king of Conaught, in the middle of the seventh century. 
These verses have been selected, as they present a fine speci- 
men of the poetic powers of the bard. The third and fourth 
stanzas in particular, have been much admired. An historical 
poem by Seanchan is preserved in the Book of Lecan, fo. 17. 



' KINCORA, OR MAC LIAG'S LAMENT, 

A. D. 1016. 

Kincora, the palace of our patriot monarch, Brian Borik, is 
here described, in its deserted state, after the fall of its distin- 
guished owner, at the famous battle of Clontarf, in 1014. It 
was situate on the banks of the Shannon, near Killaloo, in the 
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present county of Clare. Mr. Dutton, in his statistical survey 
of that county mentions, that ''all traces of this palace are 
almost obliterated by planting, levelling and other improve- 
ments ; and thus one of the most interesting antiquities of Ireland 
has been spoiled by modem taste." — Former writers abound 
with descriptions of the ancient splendour of Kincora. 

Mac Liag, the author of the present pathetic poem, was 
doctor, or professor, 2lpb OllAmb, of Ireland, in Brian's time. 
He also became secretary, or private scribe to that prince, and 
afterwards compiled his life. — See Mae Curtin, 214, 217. — 
O^Halloran, i. 148. — Nicholson's Irish Historical Library^ — 
and G* Conor's Rerum Hib. Scriptores, Vol. i. Elenehus, ii. 7. 
— He did not long survive his royal master, having died, 
according to the annals of the Four Masters, in the year 1015. 
He was author of many valuable works in prose and verse, 
some of which have descended to our times. The principal of 
these are, his life of Brian; an historical treatise, intituled, 
le<^bh<^Ii Oifti|* <^3U|- 7lnr\6i\A <^ip choyhi^ibh <^3U|* <^ip 
Ch<^ruibh €iftinn — A book of chronology and annals on the 
wars and battles of Ireland ; and several poems, all of which pos- 
sess considerable merit. The Leabhar Oiris principally records 
the warlike exploits of Brian Bori^, terminating with the battle 
of Clontarf, of which it gives the best and most circumstantial 
account. From this work of Mac Liag, Mr. O'Halloran prin- 
cipally drew his description of that battle, which is therefore, 
perhaps, one of the best finished parts of his history. For the 
sake of the Irish reader, I am induced to transcribe from this 
unpublished original, a few extracts, which appear to me to 
contain some highly interesting passages. Their substance will 
be found in the history alluded to. 

The treacherous Malachie of Meath, having been requested 
by the estates of that province, to describe the battle of Clon- 
tarf, at which he stood, an inactive spectator! thus proceeds.^ 

" ^1 h-upu^i^ pn 6 innpn, no 6'<^ichpi|", <^p ^^, ^ <^chc 
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chu<^m<^ip-ne, <^|i je, <^3U|- 60 chui|tem<^|t 3opc qtebchA 
<^3UT clAbh ebtK^inn <^3UY i<^6, <^3UT <^n 3h^och Cp|i<^ibh 
ch^^iptiSh 6iobh chu3^inn. ^l3UT ni "F^^ibe no -pebh lebh 
u<^itte, 60 bh<^ni<^ii <^nn pn, ^n c^n n<^ch 6-nubhti^bh nech 
60'n b^ ch<^ch <^ichne ^ji <^ ch^ile, 36 30 m^bh ^ ^chAip, 
no ^ be|ibh|U^ch<^im b<^ conih')pho3U|* bho, mun^ b-cu3<^bh 
^ichne <^ni <^ 3huch, no A fh^x bo bhach <^i3e poimhe pn 
^n c-in<^bh <^nn <^ m-bi<^bh i*e, <^3ut pn <^iji n^ Un<^bh, ibip 
<^3h<^ibh <^|ini <^3UY cenn, <^3ut |:olc, <^3uy ^b<^ch, bo 
bh|t<^^n<^ibh n^ y^IA •pop-bhei|i3e c^ini3 biobh chu3<^inn, 
<^3U|" 30 ni<^bh con3n<^mh bob'^il Imn bo bhen^^mh, m 
f\iebif\n\A\X' Oip bo cen3lAbh ^\i n-<^|im ^|" ^|i 3-cenninbh, 
bo n<^ -polc^^ Y<^b^ ipinn-bhuibhe bo ii{^ini3 chu3<^inn, i<^|i nA 
b-ce|"c<^bh b' ^pm^^ibh <^n c<^di<^ ; 3U|t bho lebh nion<^i|i 
bbuinn bhe^bh <^3 |i^ibiti3h^bh ^\i n-<^|ini, <^3ux <^|i 
3-c|W^nn-3hoile 6 ch^ile : <^3Uf ly be3 <^i|i <^|i nih6 b' 
in3n<^nih bo'n nihuinCT|t bo bW i|" <^n ch^ch 'F"l^n3 A 
|K^icpn<^ 3<^n bol <^i|i folAmuin. ^3Ut bo bh^bAji ^^3 cup 
<^n ch<^ch<^, i chp^ch eni3he bo'n lo, 30 hi<^|i noin, ^3ux 30 
|iu3 <^n whuip ^ lon3^ u<^ch<^, i^|i b-cechc bo'n l^n 
mh<^|i<^ f:uch<^." — Leabhar OiriSy MS. 

The death of Earl SUric the Dane,* and oi Marrogk, Brian's 
princely son, are thus recorded. — 



* The Norte, or Danith aongs, descriptive of the sanguinary battle of Clonterf, 
which was long after famous throughout Europe, were published in Den- 



NOTES. 363 

" 06' chon^ipc |7lu|ich<^6h ficpic ttk^c lobAip, K^pl^ Inp 
l)-Oftc <^ni U^iji 6h<^lcc<^it <^3 6, n-oiplech, 3<^n lu<^bh ceiche 
^136, 60 lin3 <^i|t l&p 6j\ ch<^ch<^ chm3e, ^suj CU3 6& 
bhuille ^ n&ii|:h€chc bo ^x ^ ^^^ lAimh, 3U|i chei3 6^ chenn 
^3UT <^ cho|-<^ <^ n-^nphechc be. 2l3uy bo choii<^itic'Zln|t<^bh, 
ni^^cCibhfiic ^iji U^ji 6<^lcc<^i|- <^3 <^ n-6ijilech, lin3io|" chui3ey 
<^3ux 6 TK^ch |i<^ibh <^i|t \^ chumuy <^ijiTn b'ifni|ic, <^i|i 
13olc<^bh lAbhti^ 6i 3hlAc, bo Tnhubho|in <^ chloibhimh 
(loimhe pn ; fine<^i* 6^ Ulmh chll <^3uy c|iochei" A luirhttech 
c<^ji <^ chenn <^m<^ch, slAcuy <^ chloibhimh, <^3UT ^ T^b 
^3ux lin3ibh <^ uchc i^tfi, $ n^p b' eibeA|i lei|* ^ bhu^^lAbh, 
sup f&ich C|iib 30 c<^lAmh ^ : C<^i|in3iof ^n z-Tlnfi^bh pn 
X^n |7lu{tch<^ib)i <^ni<^ch, <^3ut y^^icher 1 n-lchc^^p A chuipp 
1, 3U|i chuic ^r\ C<^di-inhile [^u|ich<^bh <^i|i ^ mhuin ; ^^uj 
ei|i3hio|* [^u|tch<^bh, ^^uy bi-chennuy ni<^c Jti^h lochlAnn 
^nn ytn ; <^3U|- bo mh^^ip -p^in 30 n-b^pn^^ ^ -ph^tf-pbin <^ip 
n<^ mh<<p<^ch <^3ut 3hup ch^ich Copp Chp1o|-b." — Idem. 

But the circumstaDces attending the death of the gallant old 



mark, in the seventeenth century. — See Thermodut Torfxut, Hafniee, 1679; 
alio BarthoUnus ; but the Irith account yet remains to be published ! ! From 
these Scaldic Poems, the English bard. Grey, has taken his ode of " The fatal 
Sisters," in which the following stanzas allude to Sitric and Bitan : — 

" Low the dauntless earl is laid, 

Gor'd with many a gasping wound ; 
Fate demands a nobler head ; 

Soon a king shall bite the ground. 

'* Long his loss shall Ertn weep, 

Ne'er again his likeness see ; 
Long lier strains in sorrow steep. 

Strains of immortality !" 
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chief himself, and of the Danish commander Brodar, who fell 
by his hands, are related in terms of peculiar interest. — 

** 06* chon<^i|ic "U^ibin, 31IIA bh|ti^in, |li3h d|tiiiii, nA 
c<^ch<^ ^\\i n-bul cpi TK^ ch€ile, ^"S^y 3^" <^ichne <^5 cechcAp 
6ibh <^i|i eile, ^ bubh<^i{u: le b|ii<^ii 6ul <^iji ech ; 4^1 {tAch^b, 
<^|i b|ii<^n ; oT|i ni be$ (t^^ch^^b ^y <^n 3-c<^ch fo, <^3uy 
inichish-'p <^3uy <^n chuib eile bo'n 3)nl1/-<^np^ibh, ^c^dy 
beiftibh TK^ h-eich libh, <^3UT innif wo chionirK^-y<^ bo fchiA 
<^3uy bo ph^b|tuic <^ip Tn'<^n<^m, ^'sny mo chopp bo 
yfib<^-in<^ch<^, <^3ut wo bhen<^clic bo bhonch^^bh^ wAc 
l)h|ti<^in, c<^iii chenn b^ ^chib b% b$ bo ch^bh^ipc bo 
*ll|tb<^-w<^ch^, pe coif wo chuipp, <^3U|" iwchi3h-'p fiowh^b 
30 Tfopb Coluiw Cille ^ nochc, <^3Uf c<^3<^ib <^ip chenn wo 
chuipp-p ^ w^p<^ch, ^-^wy CTonnlAc<^ib 6 30 6&wh-liA3 
Chi<^n<<w, <^3ux nnnlAc<^ib y\r\ 30 lii3hw<^ibh e, <^3U|" 
a3he<^bh (Tl^ol-wupe, w<^c Coch<^ibh, cowh<^|tbh^bh 
P<^crp<^ic, <^3UT wmnaft ^pb^-w<^ch^ <^ip wo chenn 30 
nui3e pn. 

6<^we chu3<^wn, <^p <^n 31IIA; cpeb 6m |-eoipc bv^we 
i^b ? <^p bpi<^n J b<^Tne 3l<^T^, lownochc<^, <^p <^n 3iU^. 
501II n<^ luirhpe<^ch K^b-y^n, Xp bpi<^n ; <^3Uf <^i|i eip3e 
bo'n pbe<^ll bo bhi -p^^i, bo 3hlAc <^ chlolbhihwh <^wAch 
<^3UT bo bht A3 ):ech<^in bhpob<^ip co n-<^ bhuibw cbui3e, 
<^3Uf ni y6.c6, <^enbh<^ll be 3<^n eibebh, <^chc <^ Thuile A3ui* 
<^ chof<^. b^^wibh y<^n <^ cloibtwh <^w<^ch <^3uy cosbhui* A 
U^wh, <^3iiT CU3 buille bho, 3up Wk^w ^ choj* chli bo 
bpob<^p n<^ 3hl(iw, <^3Uf <^ chof be|- $ n<^ chpoi3h, C&pl<^ 
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cu^^bh bhftob^^iit <^ 3-cenn bh|ti<^iTi, sup bhlu3 6; CU3 
bfiK^n bmlle eile ^^uy m<^jibhuf 6j\ 6Aji^ |:eft, 60 bhi ^ 
bh-|:oeh<^iji bh|io6<^ift, ^^ux b^inibh A chenn 60 bh|tob<^|t 
^hfi <^iji <^n u^^ip, ^"^uy •pu<^i|i -peiTi bAf <^nn pn. 

Cinn^ibe, whic Io|ic^iti 60 Tnh<^|ibh<^6h." — /cfem. 

Sach is the interesting narrative, by which our neglected 
native historian has perpetuated the particulars of that memo- 
rable engagement. With respect to the style and language 
in which it is delivered, I hesitate not to say, and the proof is 
before the reader, that no nation in Europe can produce so old, 
and at the same time, so pure and perfect a specimen of its 
vernacular dialect, as that now submitted to his perusal from a 
mouldering Irish manuscript. Our bard's poetic productions 
are distinguished for a peculiar ease and elegance of versifica- 
tion, and are pathetic to a high degree. Some of them are 
C4>ntained in the Leahhar OirU; and, with that work deserve 
publication, as well for the national subjects which they cele- 
brate, as for the talents which they display. The address to 
Kincara is preserved in a volume of Irish poetry, transcribed 
by Fergal O'Gara, an Augustine Friar, in the low countries, 
about the year 1650, from the ancient manuscripts carried away 
by the banished Catholic clergy out of this kingdom. This 
volume was the property of the late John Mac Namara of 
Clare ; and by his heirs was presented to his friend the writer 
hereof. It contains 169 poems, all composed between the 
years 423 and 1630, and is, perhaps, the most valuable collec- 
tion of Irish poetry extant. A particular account of this ines- 
timable volume will be found in Whitelaw and Walsh's History 
of Dublinj in the Transactions of the Gaelic Society, Dublin, 
1808, and of the Ibemo-Celtic Society, lb. 1820. Its contents, 
if published, would prove most important to our history and 
literature. 
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s Where are ike gMm hiUtd krandw. 

Thai gleaaud m the galkmt DakaMeian^s hande. 
The DalcassianSy (Dalgais,) Brian's body guards, alone had 
the privilege of wearing their << gleaming brands/' within the 
precincts of his palace. Their bravery became proTerbial. 

« -♦ " Where U the ton of Born.'' 
Here, and throughout the remainder of this poem, the poet 
laments the dispersion of the patriotic nobles of Brian *s court, 
after the death of their heroic leader. Amongst those who fell 
at Clonlarf were, the brave Morrogh^ (called " the Swimmer of 
Rivers,"; who seems to have inherited all his father's virtues; 
Ckmwmg^ hb cousin ; and the great Steward of Alha^ (Scotland) 
who b particularly mentioned as a payer of tribute to Brian ; t 
fact, which it would have been well, that Mr. Pinkerton had been 
acquainted with. Of those who survived that battle, the principal 
was Cianf the son of MoUoy, leader of the Euga^ians of Cashell, 
and soB-in-law of the monarch ; but he was soon after slain in the 
battle of Magh- Quillidhe. This prince bore a high character for 
wisdom and bravery. ** No one," says the historian, ** seemed 
more worthy the crown of Munster, or Monarchy of Ireland, 
than Cian; and had fate so decreed it, in all appearance 
Ireland would not have felt these calamities which she has so 
long endured." According to Erard Mac Coiee^ ^fib-C]toinic 
TiAn 3<^oinb, chief chronicler of the Irish, who died, anno 
1023, Cian was as gallant and generous a prince, as the house 
of Heber ever produced. «* bubh m6p ^n fc^l pn,*' says Mae 
Liag, recording hb death, << 6i|t ni |t<^ibh ^ n-C^|iinTi, inA 
<^im|i|i T^n, nech bubh T^ift, einech ^suy ik^iyle, ii6 An 
Cf<^n-pn." — Leabhar Oiris. — This was indeed a noble 
epitaph. Cian was chief of the sept of the O'MahoniesL 

The martial music, or ** Gathering Sound," by which the 
Irish troops are said to have formed into battalions, aad 
marched to the plains of Clontarf, is still preserved, and may 
be heard in many of our sequestered glens and mountain fast- 
nesses. It is generally known by the name of *' Brian Borii's 
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march ;" but though this title is evidently modeniy the niiiiic 
itself, (of which I have been favoured with a copy from the 
borders of Cork and Kerry,) bears every mark of antiquity. 
It is one of those soui-stirriog combinations of sound, which, 
according to our talented countryman, Udier, in his inimitable 
IHscourse on Taste, *' rouses to rage," iram suggerit, and 
" whose passionate power was perfectly understood and prac- 
tised by the ancients." Many fine specimens of these old mar- 
tial pieces of music are current in Ireland ; but as their history 
almost entirely depends on tradition, it is of course liable to all 
the doubt and uncertainty which generally attend that mode of 
perpetuation. They ]fet remain to be collected. 

" the first of the bowls"— 

2nd Stanza, p. 201. 
This was esteemed a most distinguished honour. 1'he old Irish 
treatise, entitled '* The Booh of Rights," states, that '' at Tarah, 
the king of Orgial is to sit at the right hand of the king of Tailtin: 
and to have the third cup and place, after the monarch.*' — 
Leabhar na Cceart, MS. — See Boohs of Leean and BaUimote, 



MAC GIOLLA CAOIMH MOURNFULLY REMEM- 
BERS BRIAN AND HIS NOBLES. 

By a mistake, arising from transposition, the name of Mac 
Liag remains inserted in the Irish and English headings of 
these stanzas, at pp. 202 — 3, in place of^that of Mac Giolla 
Caoimh, his contemporary, by whom they were composed. The 
latter was one of the many minstrels who frequented the court 
oi Brian; and he appears, from his writings, to have been a 
favourite with that prince, whose loss he here mopt pathetically 
mourns. This and another affecting elegy, by our author, on 
the desolate state of Rath-Rathlean, and other mansions of the 
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nobles of Muoster, are preserved in the Leabkar Oiris, where 
the present poem is preceded by the following curious notice of 
onr bard. — 



" ^"S^X V^ w<^P ^ 6ubh<^i|ic m<^c 5^^^ C<^iTnh, <^i|i 
6-ceclic i *2leWi ui ^eill> i^p m-be^bh C|iT |K^iche A 
3-c6i3«^bh UlU6h, ^ bh-pch<^iit ^ebh Ui ^l^ill, 30 
6-c{liTii3 '30 a3h Ch^m, mic [7l<^elnihu<^i6h ; <^3irf ^^ bhi 
bttK^n w^c Cinnei6i3h i^ <^n bh^^ile <^i|i ^ chenn : <^3uy 60 
chui|t 'b\l^^n |:i^ilce pe m^c 5^^^ CAimh, <^3Uf ^ bubh^ipr 
3U|i |io |:h<^6<^ 60 bhi ^ n-^3niui|* j <^3UT 60 -phK^pji^^ish 
6he, cp^ -pu^^iit 6 2le6h Ui ^eiU? 'Pu^^iK^]- beich bh-pchib 
bo <^3ut 6eich n-eich, ^3ui* n^t n-uin3e fc'^p, ^^xij beip 
7lebh Ui ^eill. bo bhe<^ft|*<^ <fi3ui" y^bhbh, in3hen bbpiAin 
ni x^ w^ "^ r*" ^^^^f ^P Ci<^n, TW^ choblAm, 6^ n-e3m<^i|- A 
b-aubh|i<^bh bjiK^n, <^3Uf f^ujieh<^6h ^3U|- nK^iche 
n-Cch^ch i pn <^niAch ; <^iiih<^il 60 chuTmhni3h ni<^c S'^^^ 
c^tfmh 'F&n, <^3U|" ^ ^^ip ^n cdibh chu^ibh 60'n S'^P^j ^3 
6ul 60 30 ypuch Op-rfK^nn<^in, <^3Uf ^x pn b'i<^pp<^bh 
pii<^ppch<^il*, m^ ^ n-bubh<^ipc ^^3 cufmhTn(i3<^6h <^ip 
bhpi^n, <^3ui^ <^ip |yiupch<^i6h ^^iix <^ip C&n/' — * 



* " And as Mae GioUa Caoimh said, on his coming from Hngh O^NeiU, with 
whom he remained three quarters of the year, until he returned to Cian the son 
of MoUoy.^^Brien the son of Kemudy was at home before him, and he welcomed 
Mae GioUa Caoimh, and said he was very long absent from him, and asked 
what were the presents he got from 0*SeiU: I received, said the bard, 200 cows, 
and ten horses, and nine ounces of gold, &c. I and Sabia, the daughter of 
Brian J will give yon more than that, said Cian, exclusive of what Brian and 
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1 ** In afar foreign land, on a pilgrimage wending, 
A hard of green Erin passed cheerless along ;" 
Pilgrimages from Ireland to the Holy Land were frequent 
long before the time of the Crusades. Colgan relates an instance, 
so early as the year 643, of a young Irish prince of Royal f 
bloody who after returning from Palestine, led an austere 
eremitical life, for forty years, in the chain of mountains near 
IVfodena in Italy. — On these occasions the Irish generally 
passed through Spain, a country with which they claimed 
kindred from the earliest period, and always regarded as the 
land of their fathers. Urard Mac Coise, a distinguished bard, 
who died, according to Tigernach in 990, and who was, conse- 
quently, contemporary with Mac Giolla Caoimh, described 
Spain, in a stanza preserved by that annalist, as follows : — 

Cip j-u^ipce, yubh<^n, yec<^ib ippech, 
Cip i):ec<^p m-fTlileb, 
Cip n slepen s^^blAch ^pi slop, 
Cip i|" c<^pb<^ch po -pefcon. 

A country delightful, fertile, abounding in riches, prosperous. 
— A country from which sprung the sons of Milesius — A country 
illustrious, conquering with glory, and renowned for nature's 
choicest gifts. 

These poems shew the estimation in which the bards were 
held by the princes of Ireland. The custom was similar in 
Scandanavia. "All the historical monuments of the North," 
says Mallet, i. 323, ** are full of the honours paid this order of 



Murrogh, and the other noble* of the posterily of Eochff, shall give you ; as 
Mae GioUa Caoimh himself declared he well remembered, when he was at the 
North of Greece, going to the river Jordan, and from thence in search of the 
site of Paradue, in the poem wherein be ( cunmemorates Brian and Cian, and 
Marroghf as follows."— Leafr/uir Oirii. 

VOL. II. A a 
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meD, both by princes &iid people. They were rewarded for the 
poems they composed in hoDuur of the kings and heroes with 
magnificent presents." — iSm alio O'SaUoraM, i. 74. — The 
learned £nglish Essayist, Doctor Drake, in his excellent publi- 
cation, intituled " Literary Hovrs," mentions the splendid 
rewards conferred on their bards by Atiiehtan and Canute, 
kings of England.— Vol, lii. 



MAC UAG, IN EXILE, REMEMBERS BRIAN. 

' " /» the isle of stroHgtrt black and ntde." 

These elegiac stanzas were written by Mac Liag when be 

retired to In^e "^M, or the Hebrides, after the death of 

his royal and munificent patron. They are giren in the Leahkar 

Otrit, with the following esplanatiun. — 

" ll^uy inAp A feubhAipc fA^c "LiAcc ^5 jiochcAin bo jp 
Cenn-copA6h, lAp 3-ciiAi|ir S yhenAinn bubh Hhey, c»A 
b'A{t buibhe chu A OllAnih [ ], A[t bpiAn, bo &honihnAU> 
mAc 6uibh bhA bhuipenii, Ap mAc liAcc. '2ln bh-|:AcAir 
CiAn, ni f Abhbh, A bheAn, Ap 1)piAn, ba clionAipc Ap 
f/lAc liAcc; lln bh-^jiiApAij- Aen pAefch uAchA, Ap bpiAn, 
mneoTAb fcuic, Ap fVlAc liAce. '2lip pochrAin bAmhfA Aip 
IpAichehe pAchA flAichlenn, fco h-innireA6h bo CliiAn A3ut 
bo yhAibhbh mo cheAchcA fco'n bhAile, bo eip3ebAp A 
pAfen urn choinne A n-&ni:hechc, A5ui- bo h-imchpAbh 
ine Aip mhum bAine, Ajuj- An beichnemhup A3Ut bA ^hichib 
bo bhuibhin, bo bhi um' fhochAip. bo pu3Abh Anonii 'tA" 
bun lAb, A3U1- cu3Abh bepr nuA bo 5Ach Aen bibh, ibtp 
rhlAbhpAbh AsuT Uine, A3«t tJpAc ; A^ux 013 CiAii A 
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btieip TP&n, i6i|i Cch ^^uy Cb^ch ^5Ut l)h|i<^c<^i3h loins, 
^3^T 3^^ l)it<^nuibh be^b ^^ux n<Ci |:ichi6 bo 6cni fhri, 
^^uy 6eich n-ech, <^3ut b^ |:ichi6 60 wo chl&jij ^su^ 
beich 3-c^ un3^ b'Sji ^suy c^^ej^ |:<^il 60'ni' chl&ji, wK^p 
<^Ti 3-c^6n<^. Cfieb |:u<^ji<^ir 6 wh^c 6uibh 6<^ bhuijienTi, 
^p bjii^P : "Pu^^puT cpiy <^3ut ceirifi cpii*<^. ly in3n<^bh, 
<^p bpi^ii, 3up bhuTbhe chuf<^ 6c &hcnihn<^ll, no 60 Chi<^n, 
wup pn 5 ^fjl l)-in3n<^6h <^p ni<^c iK^sh ; Oip 60 bu6h 
6ecp<^ le &onihn<^ll ^n cpif <^3ut ^n ceine cbpiT<^ 60 
ch<^bh<^ipc u<^i6h, no le Ci<^n ^ n-6ubh<^ipc-t^ A chi<^n<^ibh, 
<^nih<^il ^ 6eip m^e li<^cc yhn <^3ui* e n^ fhen^ip ^ n-inp 
<^n 5'^oill buibh, i<^p m-bi^i* bhpi<^in <^3Ui* fVlhupch^ibh 
<^3U1* Ch&n, <^3ui* 6 <^3 cuTnihm(i3h<^6h opp^ : <^3 p ni<^p ^ 
6eip/'« 



* " And as Mac Ling said, on his arrival at Kineora, after having been on a 
visit with Senan, in the South. — Who is the person, oh ! bard, to whom you are 
most grateful ? said Brian. To Donald Macduffe Davorgn, said Mac Laig. Have 
you seen Cum or Sabial said Brian. I have said Mae Liag, Have they given 
you presents? said Brian, I shall tell you, said AJbc Liag, On my arrival at 
the plain of Rath RaithUn, Cian and S<ibia who had been informed of my 
coming to the town, both advanced to meet me, and I, and the fifty penons in 
my train, were borne on men's shDuIders. My people were brought to thecastle, 
{Dune) and each of them was there presented with a suit of garments, a chain, 
shirt, and cloak ; and to me, Cian gave his own habiliments, horse and armour, 
with his tables (chess) and nine score kine. He moreover gave fifty steeds to 
my train, and a thousand (here I suspect my original to be incorrect,) 
ounces of gold, and fifty rings to my bards. What have you received from 
the son of Dubh Davorenl said Brian. A girdle and a girdle clasp, said 
Mae Liag, It is strange, said Btian, that you should be more grateful 
to Donaid than to Ciaii. Not so, said Mae Liag, for it was more difii- 
cult for Donald to prevail on himself to part with that girdle and clasp, than it 
was for Cian to make all the before-mentioned gifts. — As Mae Laig himself 
expressed, in his old age, in the isle of the Black Strangers, (the Hebrides,) 
after the death of Brian and Morogh and Cian, in the following poem*" — Jd, 

Aa2 
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Before I bid adieu, perhaps for erer, to these Tenerable 
old bards, whose names and works have been so long buried 
in obliFion, I must entreat the reader's indulgence for intro- 
ducing another ancient Celtic poem, by Aldfred, King of the 
Northumbrian Britons, written during his exile in Ireland, 
where he was known by the name of Flann Fion. This prince 
was illegitimate son of Oswy, king of Northumberland, on 
whose death he was violently persecuted by his brother, and to 
avoid his violence, he retired to Ireland, where according to 
Bede, in his Life of Saint Cuthbeit, he devoted his time to 
study, " lectioni operam dabat." This was about the year 085. 
The poem describes the various things which he observed in 
Ireland while there. See Lynch's Cambr. £versus, p. 128 ; and 
0*Conor's Rerum Hib. vol. iv. p. 129, where the author 
strangely says, *' Ego minime assero genuinum esse Aldfridi 
fetus," for its authenticity was never before doubted. Compare 
it with the well known verses written in the same century by 
Donatus, bishop of Fesulae, beginning " Finibus occidub des- 
cribitur optima tellus." Aldfred's poem is preserved in ancient 
vellum MSS. The late Charles O'Conor had a copy *' in a 
very obscure character." It is now, for the first time, printed. 



In Cijiinn jie ini<^iibh<^i6h, 
lcni<^6 iK^n m bKcch m bjie<^t« 
lom<^6 lAoch icnfi<^6 cleip«^ch. 

flo 6he<^c ^n 3<^ch cuiseb ^n6, 
21 CCU13 chui3i6h d|ie<^nn, 
Ibip chill %x np scvp^^ishi 
loni<^i6 bibh loni^ib ecc^ish, 
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]lo 6he^c mil <^5ut c|iuichne<^chc, 
]lo 6he<^c cuifim |to bhe^^c cAichpe. 

Ce<^ini'r^chc e<^3n<^ <^nie<^ch<^T, 

Yfiuiche T<^oii6h<^ pn<^i6che. 

flo bhe^z m 5<^ch eslAiT uill, 
Ibifi CTji ly qt<^i3h IT cuinn, 
"Pcshluini e<^3n<^ cjK^bAb 6e, 
lushi^ifi c[ie<^ch|i<^ cuinn|ice. 

C<^iji n<^lniT<^Ti CO po IttAdi, 

It <^n e<^5<^i|t im^ le. 

In Tcpipcuiit pn 3<^n ^ichche. 

]lo bhe^z im fVlunih<^in 5<^n sh^T* 

l<^p nihe<^T 3^^*^ 6i<ii<^ co ce^^pc, 
YonuT, T^^^^e, T<^bh^oile<^ch^. 
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\[o 6he<^c A cc|ii]cb Con<^cc choip, 
71t\^ lAchcA CO U^ mh6|t, 
')P&le bpi3h buAii|:h<^b i]* bU^6h> 
*2l 3-cjiich Chjiu^ch&n nA ccupAbh. 

]lo 6he<^c 1 ccftich ConAill c^^Xf 

'Piji 3<^P3<^ 50 cAoimhe be^^nn^ 
|le 6' 1Anii<^ ApbA Ci|te^TiTi. 

|lo 6h«^c A 3C05 UU^bh^ 
l)pei3huT buAn ^?nbpi3h bun<^bh^ 
l)[iuchbh|i^6h b^oi3e m^^Xf 
C<^ch cpuch c&oimhe cAU^m^ncur* 

\\o bhe^c A3-cpich buile<^ch, 
1, ^muy Aille [ ] Te<^ch, 

b|ie<^cbe<^mh<^in <^i|i6 cein be ^\i0X, 
]li<^m 'rlei3 ?n<^iche mApcuf* 

]lo bhe<^c 'U^i3he<^n lichse, 
^chcli^ch 30 fliAbh fn^iji3e, 
h\x^m mo ille bpibhiur pi^cc^ 
5<^lWchc cpiK^ibhe ce<^nmii3he<^cbc. 



NOTES. 375 

|lo 6he<^c 6 Ajioinn ccsle, 

71 cap Aloinn 0TP<^i3he, 

[VlicllA ?nilf«^ch u<^ll nficp ittk^cHc, 

"pi^niK^ |:iop<^ Y:i6hchiolU^chc. 

]lc 6he<^c <^bpuipc moip |7li6he, 
"Popci^mhlA ripe eip«^n6. 

5<^ch m<^ich 3<^ch c<^pbh<^ 30111 c«^cc, 
Ipn bh<^nbhA po -rloinne^^T. — |lo 6h«^c. 



» CARROL O'DALY AND ECHO. 

This playful and elegant little poem, which displays so much 
of the " curiosa felicitas" of Horace, and vies in grace and 
delicacy of expression with any of the lighter pieces of that 
poety is generally attributed to Carrol 0*Daly of Corcamroe in 
Thomond, who died about the end of the fourteenth century.* 



* Some sweet pieces of poetry, composed by Carrol 0*Daly» may be met with 
ID Clare ; but care must be taken to discriminate between them, and the more 
numerous productions of a later bard of the same name and district, who lived 
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It is, consequently^ one of the earliest instances of verses, 
ending with an echo, in any of the Modem European languages. 
In Spain they were used by Juan de la Encina in 1^35. — See 
Dillon on Spanish poetry^ 115, and Fofstatt de Arte Poetica. — 
Some of the classic poets, but particularly Lucretius and Ovid, 
have given beautiful descriptions of this srial nymph. The 
Irish bard, in the conclusion of his poem, seems to have imitated 
the " Dictoque vaU^ vale inquit et Ecko,^ of the latter ; or 
rather, perhaps, the final farewell to the *' babbling gossip." — 
'' ;S^' retulisti Echo mihi vera, valeto-- valeio." 

Echo is the parent of rhyme, and rhyme was known from an 
early period in Ireland. It was employed in a manner peculiar 
to our bards. ** The rhythm in the middle of the line correspond- 
ing and harmonizing vrith the last syllable in the end.*' — 
O^ Conor. — In succeeding times, the class of poetry, called 
^lbhp<^n was introduced, which having in many respects, 
deviated from the strict rules of ancient verse, the alternate 
lines were made to rhyme at the end, particularly in the octave 
stanza. Although there are several examples of this latter 
species of verse to be found in the present volumes, the sub- 
joined lively pastoral song,* is further submitted, as a pleasing 
specimen deserving of preservation. 



in the seventeeDtb century. — The hmUj of 0*Daly has, in fonner times, been 
eminently conspicuous in Irish literature, and has furnished more bards and 
chroniclers of note, than any other tribe in the kingdom, not even excepting 
those in whose families the profession cf literature was hereditary. Not fewer 
than thirty individuals of the name have been distinguished as writers, from the 
(I lys of Cuchonocht 0*Daly who died, according to the Four Masters, in 1139, 
and some of whose poems are still extant, to those of CarroU oge O'Daly, 
alluded to in the first part of this note, who lived about the year 1680. In the 
writer's manuscript collection, there are poems by sixteen bards of the name of 
O'Daly. 

the<^pc<^l* ^" chuilfhionn 5hpeimpe<^ch, bhonn^ 
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i DOCTOR KEATING TO HIS LETTER. 

Our Irish Herodotus, was both a poet and an historian. 
Indeed ihe flowery style of his " TP^H^T TP^^^T^ ^^^ Cifiiil," or 
'* History of Ireland, '' shews that he must have paid early and, 
sedulous court to the Muses ; and, that he was rewarded for 
his attentions, appears from the pleasing poems which he has 
left behind. Although as an historian and antiquary. Doctor 
Keating has acquired much celebrity for profound knowledge 
of the antiquities of his country, " ?ir multiplicis lectionis in 
patriis antiquitatibus," yet as a poet, he is, comparatively, but 



\)\ bhinne ^ beul-3huch ion& pi^ny^n ylu<^3h pshe, 
b<^ 5hile A 3pu<^6h icn<< cuipe n<^ 6-ccnn : — 

71 cuimm c<^^l, c<^ilce, — ^ qicishin ch<^^l, che<^nn, 
71^ 3<^bh<^il le fonn ip^o\ iph<<r<^i3hibh le -p^Ln ; — 

'Zlji me-p 30 mtiince, ^ 3hile i'n n-3le<^nn, 

fAun^ b-cioc-pAibh cu le^^tn m bheibh me-p i*l<<n. 

7ln u<^iji pu3<^6h <^n chuilfhionn ch<<inic be<^ch bhinn 
le cioch Tne<^lA wtne <^ip ^ c<^ep bhe^l; 

P'i^3<^T"T^ <^n Chuilfhionn chumhp<^, 3lie<^l, 3hpemn, 
\)\ 3hpeibhe<^nn<^ch 6<^p Imn, <^chc ^iixe^^chc le m* 

Chu<^i6h 6e<^l3 ^ 3p1r-3hoib m<^p che\l3 cpe m' ehpoTbhe, 
b' iph<^3 mi 3An bhpT3h, 3i6h bpon^^ch le pi^6 ; — 

4l<^ch icn3<^nc<^ch be6bh me le ce<^l3 cpS m' chpoibhe, 
^]6, ceub<^ 6c cU^cTbheAb, pomh<^ni-f<^ 6'& 3p<^bh. 
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little koown. In any future edition, therefore, of his History, 
(and no book on Irish lore stands more in need of a judicious 
editor.*) it might prove a pleasing part of the task, to do 
justice to the author*s poetical talents, by collecting and pub- 
lishin^ his poems. They may be easily procured, and will be 
found to contain many fine descriptive passages, in the purest 
dialect of our language. The following sweet little ode, des- 
criptive of the musical performance of Tluideui 0*Coffy, a 
celebrated harper, pleads for admission here. 

Ci<^ ^x\ Y<^o1 le yeinnchiji An chpinc ? 
le TnochcA|t namh 50 nu<^bh loic. 
C[i^ 3hcipe<^bh 3uch-Wifnn A cclAji, 
|7l<^fi niuch-bhmn |:ho3h<^ii ops^in ? 

[7luc<^ Tnui3i 3hi<^l A n-3U^'r, 
luich luimne^^ch ^ Tnh6p meApbhpe<^'r, 
5<^n &i*lin3 m<^p ly l$p Itnn, 
5<^ii ceol Teiy-bhinn *3 {^ fheiiine<^bh. 

yio3<Ci6h pp^Tii1i-3hlAn, popcAch, 
£)<^p l«^c ir^ 'JlbhbhopcAch, 
^i '2len3ur le<^r<^ch 6'n linn, 
6<^ol3Ai' no 5pe<^T^ch 3uch-bhinn« 



* It is an iiTe|>arable loss to Irish history, that Doctor Keating did not con- 
tinue his work after the Anglo invasion. Of all men, he was best quali6ed to 
give a true domntie picture of this country, from a knowledge of its civil afbiis, 
manners^ customs, poetry, music architecture, &c. seldom equalled and never sur- 
passed ; besides, his intimate acquaintance with many ancient MSS. extant in 
his time, but since dispersed or destroyed. The English edition by which his 
history, so far as it extends, is known to the world, is a burlesque on translation. 
In innumerable passages, it is as much a version of Geoffiy of Monmouth, as of 
Geoffry Keating. 
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|7l<^n<^nn<^n c<^ji whobh nnjie, 
^0 CpA^xine ^r\ cjiuc^^ipe, 

3<^h <^^ii ne<^ch 6^'p ^ipmhei^l* <^nn, 

fco <^ni]*ui3h coip n<^ cpuice. 

CA6h3 0' Ccbhch^, cpuch chopcp<^, 

bpAnnAn, bp^<^3chAch nA ni-b<^ncpochc, 
UAichmsh iliil Ypichip 30 ydirw, 
Cpichip An chiitil \ ^ chcsuil. 

bo 3heibh 3<^ch t<^oi ^ yh^x^mh 6he, 
ITlKp A Theinne^^T <^ip che6l coimlibhe, 
Tf^^T^ TS&chmhcup nnpim, cctu3h, 
fc'inp-pinii 6<^ch-3heAl <^bh6i6e<^6h<^. 

bo mhcbh, 6c mem, 60 'mhi^ife, 
Chu3<^T AnnyAchc ^3nih<^Tfe, 
|lo3hA le<^n<Cin chjiiche Chuinn^ 
7i ni-beATi3^n fichi fli3hum. 

^0 chnti 'iTTfic chiybe yo An pcllAipe 3eAnArnhuil, spTnn ! 
1* t'^ibhlAch, Tli3hcheAch, 3lAn yheinneAf 30 bleAchc 
bluich-bhrnn. 



I 
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50 l-uchnih<^ji, cinchip-wh^uji, |:jiichip-che<^|ic -piiAiT-niiin 

-poinn, 
5^ camhjK^ clifbe, 3^11 Tiihille<^bh, 5<^n fnhe<^|tiJ5h<^bh 

peine. 

The powers of the ancient Irish musicians are but imperfectly 
known. The unwilling admission on this head, of the preju- 
diced Cambrentis, has been echoed by every essayist on Irish 
history; but the descriptions of our native writers, 10 their 
own language, have never been given. The following extract, 
translated from an old historical tale, entitled ** Keamagh Ui 
Donnell;** is the first of the numerous descriptions of the kind 
that has presented itself. — " The Keamagh took aloud toned 
sweet stringed harp ; the train below heard him among the 
rocks, pven they who cast the soothing strains which lead the 
passions captive; which cause some to dissolve in tears, some 
to rise with joy, and others again to sink in sleep. But sweeter 
than all was the song of the Rearnach. The fell woundings, 
diseases, and persecutions of the world seemed to cease, while 
his sweet strain lasted. He took the harp, and it sent forth 
soft warbling sounds. Wounded men, and women in travail, 
and the wily serpent slept while he played. — Again he tuned 
the harp, and roused the note of war, wondrous and terrible. 
He struck the thick chords of bold and fiery notes; — then 
the slow and deepening tones of tragic grief, full of melan- 
choly and gloom, intermingled with melodious strains." — 
7r. MS. 



ODE TO THE HILL OF HOWTH. 

1 '* How sweet from proud Ben-Edir't height ^ 
To see the ocean roll in light J* 
The magnificent sea prospect from the summit of this well- 
known hill, has been often described by our native poets, in 
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Irish aod English verse ; but of all the attempts which I ba?e 
seen, in either language, the present classic-like little ode, 
seems entitled to the preference. The ancient name. Bin 
Edair, is derived, according to the Dinn Seanchas, from Edair 
the wife of Oand, son of Dala, one of the Firbolgian rulers of 
Ireland. ** She was," says this old treatise, *^ the first woman 
that died in this land of grief on the death of a husband, and 
having been interred at that place, it thence had the name 
Beand or Bin Edair, the hill or mount of Edair" Other 
derivations have been given , but the foregoing is, perhaps, the 
most ancient, and though never before published, seems the 
most probable. On the subject, the subjoined fragment of 
ancient Irish topography, translated from the Book of Ballimoie, 
fo. 75, may be considered curious.* 



* Ce6|i<^ h-iK^ipe be chuip Cijie, 
Ce$p<^ Trion3<^ <^3"T ceop<^ tik^cIA bhi. 

Ireland was thrice beneath the plow -share, 
Thrice it was wood, and thrice it was bare. 

The head of Ireland, Armagh — the arts of Ireland, at Clonmaenme — the hap- 
piness of Ireland, KUdart—ihe learned of Ireland, at Benchor — the defence of 
Ireland, Liuea — the joy of Ireland, KelU — the eyes of Ireland, TanUaghta and 
Fingkuiacam at Slyaual — the wonder of Ireland, Iitucat^— the cemetry of 
Ireland, Glandalogh — the house of Ease of Ireland, Heania — the laws of Ireland, 
C/tianuama^ the litanies of Ireland, Litmnre — the antiquity of Ireland, Imly — 
the difficult language of Ireland, Corke — the learning of Ireland, J?osa/Acry~the 
roof of Ireland; Tirdaglasu — the anchor of Ireland, Cluanfert — the roughness 
of Ireland, Loghra—iJiie judgment of Ireland, Slane — the austerity of Ireland, 
Favur — the content of Ireland, Ardbreakan — the simplicity of Ireland, Roi- 
eommim — the welcome of Ireland, Rapho or Drumleahan^ the alms of Ireland, 
DundaUahgUu — the stay of Ireland, Mabily—the martyrdom of Ireland, Tulen 
—the abuse of Ireland, ITt/ruan— the fat of Ireland, Lendeia, — These epithets 
were given because each place was remarkable for the epithet which it bore. — 
The three hosts of Ireland, Cluanirard, Glandalogh and Lumy —the three 
steeples of Ireland* Ardmagh, Cluanmacnoise, and Kildare—ihe three fairs of 
Ireland, the fair of TaiUin, the fair of Cruaghan^ and the fair of Caiman — the 
three old buildings of Ireland, Duntovarkyt Dunkarmna, and Cahirconry — the 
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The promontory of Howth forms the northern extremity of 
the extensive and beautiful Bay of Dublin. It was anciently 
the residence of some of the Irish princes ; but it has recently 
become distinguished as the landing place of our late most 
gracious Sovereign, who will be long remembered as tlie first 
British Monarch, whose visit to Irish shores was unattended 
by bloodshed and confiscation. His Majesty landed here on 
the 12th August, 1821. The writer happened to be present, 
and never can he forget the enthusiastic demonstrations of joy 
which burst from the Irish hearts, there assembled to re- 
ceive him. The wide stretched Bay presented the splen- 
did, though unusual, spectacle of a royal squadron sailing on 
its ample bosom, and heightening its richly variegated sur- 
rounding beauties. Recurrence to that memorable event, and 
to the enlivening scenes which the Bay afterwards presented, 



three mouDtains of Ireland, SUavekua, SliavmU, and SUavkiuIan — the three 
heights of Ireland, Cruaghanogly, Cualan, and Beanborkg — the three loughs of 
Ireland, Loghntahaghf Loghrie, and Logh -Ernie — the three streams of Ireland, 
the Shannon^ the Boyne, and the Ban— the three plains of Ireland, Mawui, 
Ma4inie, and Liffy — the three caves of Ireland, Uaveonha, UaV'-^Utngie, and the 
cave of Ferna — the things less covetted in Ireland, the Abbotship of Banger, 
the Abbotship of Landela, and the Chieftainship of Modom — the worst in Ire- 
land, Gragrief Glatrie, and BarUrie—the three safest things in Ireland, the Abbot- 
ship of Lutga, the Chieftainship of the three Kualant, and the old Govemmeot 
of Ardtnagh — the three strands of Ireland, the strand of Ro$sttrgid, the strand of 
Rattedie, and the strand of TravaUy — the three fords of Ireland, iitAlvaa or 
AthkfM, Athcliathor Dublin , and AtheaUy ^the three roads of Ireland, Siy-mmlt 
Sly-daly and Sly-midluaghra — the three ways of Ireland, Bealaghconglai^ or the 
way of Clonglas, BealaghluimnU, or the way of Limerick, and BeaUgk-Ath- 
eUatht or the way of Dablin — the three mounts of Ireland, Drun^ninf Dnmro- 
bel, and DrumUhy — the three Cltums, or pasturages of Ireland, C/uaitmaniMf» 
Ctuanote, and Ciuanirard ^the three mansion-houses of Ireland, Tarah, Crua^ 
han and CashU — the three waterleaps of Ireland, £a«roe, Eatdanany, and 
EamnagiB — the three wells of Ireland, the well of Datie, the well of Ttpperary, 
and the well of Brigid, in BrUrastaiM-^ the three impassable places in Ireland, 
Brtfny^ Barren, and Bmrrm — the three creeks of Ireland, Amargie, FeU, and 
Tnagie-^&e three most famous places of Ireland, Leimeongvktn, Dunfdne, and 
Srubrun.^Book cf BaUinuHe^ 
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during the Regatta, or marine festivities, patronised by our 
viceroy, the Marquis of Anglbsea, and his family, 
brings to recollection the following spirited Marine Ode, well 
known along many parts of the Irish coast, but particularly in 
the west, as the '' Boatman's Hymn/^ The bard has, it is 
true, gone to the full extent of his poetic licence ; but the 
stanzas and chorus are considered highly chaiacteristic and 
descriptive. — 

^l bh^^jic b* <^n<^Tnh cu <^nii <^n<^e<^ni n<^ b-ccniiqi<^ch ii-<^|i6, 
C^T5 ccbh<^|ich<^ch, 3ibh bubh b<^pb<^ii6h<^ cpcm & <^n \^, 
Cp^ lAT^tbh ^n Ti^ipse o bhoiin 30 b&p, 
l^Ti ccipn 6hi m 3h<^bh<^n |nuip 30 cp<^nTi. 
Cuip y^.—^ b^p A Un, ^ b<<;p ^ Un, 

71 3hp&bh n<^ pun, <^chuib be'n c-T<^C3h<^il 

«Jl Un— 'r e <^n bi^b bpe^bh reoil. 

Cp<< 3hl^r<^nn re ^ h-feb<^eh 3<^n -pK^^ 3^" chAm, 
be*r\ 3-cAel An<^ipc 3le-3heil r\^ h-innbi<^ch<^ <^n<^ll, 
C^^elrbh^pc re^n3, fio3<^nb<^, <^3 <^p cuip bi^ ^n 3pe<^nn, 
Tl'x b& bh-peiCYe^ <^nn<^3h<^ibli <^n \Ae e, 'y ^ <^3 eiptshe^^bh 

Cuip -pX. — ^b&p M&fXf &c. 

71 6h^oileinn A chpcTri-ch<^pp<^i3 3h<^pbh, 3<^n T3<^ch, 
'llip <^n nu<^bh-bhApc-i-o |:uni-r<^ bpe<^chnui3h bo |-h<^ch, 
^In chuiwhin le^z 'x^r\ 3-cu<^n-p 30 bh-|:e<^c<^ cu b&b, 
5<^n chonc<^bh<^ipc, ccnn-bh<^ppA 3he^pp^bh, m<^p d^im ? 

COip y:^.—^ bi^p, ^ t^n, &c. 
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Ir cuiwhiTi liom, ^ 6ubh<^i|tc &<^oile<^nn^ 3UJ1 c<^pp<^i3 me 
be 3hn^ch, 

T 3"P <^b' <^in ^^ 3-cu<^n p ir ^"<^n i><^iw <^3 Amh<^pc 

*2lchc i-lince$3 m c<^bhAp):<^inn <^ip <^ bh-'pe<^c<^i- be bh^i6, 

feoch <^n nu<^bh-bh<^pc <^'r ^ chompUchc <^3 c<^pp<^iii3 'x 

^n c-pi^mh. 

Cuip |:<^. — ^ b<^p, <^ Un, &e. 



71 <^ch<^ip n<^ n-6ul, cAbh<^ip bmnn-ne bibe<^Ti nA qtKi3he, 
5<^bh<^ifn bo coni<^ipce, f ub ^ <^ n-ioy <vn b?^b, 
Cpe 3h<^pbh -chonnc<^ibh |:obh<^bh<^ch -pA cMocpAf 3hii?^rh 
7Vx m^n^ ni-b<^ppAibh bo chum<^ehc 3<^bh<^n j-e rpi mo 

2 " Grraf Fionii of old." 

Howth is much celebrated as one of the military stations of 
this famous chief, and his brave followers, the Fiau^ or ancient 



* In this curious ode, the Irish reader will perceive the appropriate nature of 
the Cuip y!^ orChonu; and the poetic descriptions of the " Sea reddentog 
from bottom to top," with the fuU-rigged bark " rising out of the gale," will not 
pass unobserved. .Therock, WhiUan, lies on the west coast of Ireland, off Black- 
sod harbour, and is marked on some maps. Between the last stanza, and the others, 
there seems some want of connection ; if the entire be not, as i^ likely, the frag- 
ment of a hymn, formerly entire, and sung in parts by the crews of several 
aiisembled boats. If this conjecture be correct, and I have reason to think it so, 
the last stansa may have belonged to the part of a different person from the first, 
who prayed to the Fatherof the ElemenU, 2lch<^ip r\6i n-bul, to protect him 
and his bark, from being run down by the previously described vessel, which it 
would seem was rapidly bearing on them, in full sail. 
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** militia" of Ireland. The Book of Howth is quoted by the 
prejudiced chronicler, Bantner, for a curious account of this 
chivalrous legion; and the narrative is respectfully recom- 
mended to the perusal of those honest Scotchmen, for many 
such there are, who still place faith in Macpherson*s assertion 
that these Irish warriors, and their bard Qmn, were true born na- 
tives of old Caledonia, One cannot, at the present day , look back 
at that monstrous fabrication, though of an age famous for 
literary forgery, without astonishment at the consummate bold- 
ness of the fabricator, the infatuation of his learned supporters, 
and the national credulity and ignorance of an entire people. In 
former days, the ancestors of our Scottish friends liberally sup- 
plied themselves with Irish saints and Irish music; but it was 
reserved for the last age to make a bold attempt on our heroes, 
their bards and poetry. The day of learning, however, was 
then too far advanced, and the appropriation which might 
have been effected, in the hour of literary darkness, was pre- 
vented at the moment of returning light. To none, more than 
to our excellent countryman. Doctor Drummond, is Ireland 
indebted, for vindicating her right to these ancient literary 
treasures. This will shortly appear, in his learned Dissertation 
on ''The authenticity of the Poems attributed to Ossian/' 
addressed to the members of the Royal Irish Academy, and 
intended for publication in their Transactions. To that gen- 
tleman I am indebted for a translation of the following extract 
from a Finian poetn, taken with several others, from the re- 
cital of a mountain shepherd, at Partry in the county of 
Mayo. These metrical fragments, to the number of several 
thousand verses, had been committed to memory by the reciter 
in hb early youth, amidst his native hills, where they have 
been transmitted from sire to son, through countless generations. 
The poem is named the Lay of Bin Bolbin, a hill in the 
county of Sligo. It opens with a fine description of rural 
scenery.— 

VOL. II. B b 
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1210161) bl)l<fl bl)01H)l<h 

21 bbinn boilbin, i|- bubh^ch ^ n-biu ! 

% bhtnn bubh ch<^o1n ^'x ^ ^' T^^PP c|iiich ! 

^n c<^n pn <^ mhic Ch^^l^rpuinn, 

bo bu&h ^l^inn ^ bheich ^i|t ^ mhull^ch. 

bhio&h ^i|t bo lio|-y <^5U|- U^och l&i&ift, 

^l bhinn &ft& n^ 5-coTnhlAnn, 

bhio&h l&n be cho|tft<^ibh <^nn|" ^n n-oi6hche, 

Qlsui* ce<^|tc<^ f p^oich <^i|t ^ j-leTbhabhy 

le ch'eile i^suy ceotl an-bha5. 

60 bu&h ^oibhin ^ bhach &'& n-^iire^chc 

5&i|t n^ n3^&b<^|t ^nn ^ n-5le<^n7ic<^ibh, 

2I11 mhuc-MU^ bo b' lons^cdch, 

2^uT 5<^ch ^on be'n bh-p^n 60 bhi l^ch^ip, 

21 5-cofic^ ^ilne <^i|t ^ 7i-i<^lU^ibh. 

bubh lonibhd cnu<^|T6ift coille 

be mhn&ibh |nonnd n^ ^iinne, 

213U1- ci^oji be bhl<^i- cufvih|u^^ 
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fyioin-eo5<^ cKamh<^ co(iC|k^, 

biol^|t-):och<^in <^5UT 5le$|t^7i, 

'Usui" n^ h-injhe^n^ c^y cdol-Yrhionn. 

bu&h \6nn ^HiKim ^ n-ifAhKniy 

bubh ^&hMi^|t ^ bharh me^n^fvifK^cli, 

le c^n|t<^n fk^ n-b^h|K^ii, 
Wt le cofvih|tK&h n<^ fion^ch, 
^fi Ion 6ubh <^i|t inbhe^^p fceiche 
^SUft <^5 pmm 30 pofi-bhinn. — 
&e^]tbh^ini buic, ^ pb&b|t<^ic, 
50 m-bu&h ^ ^n &ic ^oibhin^ 
l)hio6hTn<^ift*ne <Cffi <^n 3-cnoc p, 
Ye^chc 3-c<^ch<^ n^ ^r^inne, 
7i nocbc ij* ce^|tc mo cb^p^ib 
7Vx n^h c|tu<(i3h le^^c mo ygS^U. 



TRANSLATION BY DOCTOR DRUMMOND. 

orsiN auNo. 

Bin Bolbin thou art sad to day ; 
Thou that wast erst of aspect gay 

And lonely lo be seen ; 
O son of Calfruin ! then 'twas sweet, 
To find a soft and mossy seat. 

On its lofty summit green. 

Bb2 
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Thou hill of battles, staioed with gore, 

How oft thy fortress strong arouod. 
Where dwelt a hero bold of yore, 

Rose music sweet of horo and hound ; 
The bittern round thee boomed at night. 
The grouse, loud-whirring in her flight. 
Peopled thy heath, and every tree 
Rang with the small birds' melody. 

Yes, 'twas delight to hear the cry 

Of hounds along thy valleys sweep ; 
To hear the rock's wild son* reply 

From every cliff and steep ; 
To see the chiefs of the Fenian band. 
To slip the greyhounds ready stand ; 
Aud groups of maidens young and fiur. 
That plucked as they went the flow'rets rare ; 
With berries of every form and hue. 
Of crimson blush, or of glossy blue. 
From bramble and bush ; or cresses young. 
That by the crystal streamlet sprung : 
And passing sweet was the voice of their song. 
As the fair-haired damsels roved along. 

Sweet too, by the source of the lonely stream. 

To see aloof of the eagle sail ; 
To hear her solitary scream. 

Burst startling o'er the vale : 
To hear the otter's whining note ; 

Or, mid the hollow mountain rocks, . 

The barking of the wary fox ; 
Or mellow song of the blackbird, float 



* Mac-alla, Echo -, literally, the ton of the rock. 
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From bower and groye, o'er wood and lawo, 
To evening hour from early dawn. 

With joy it thrilled my heart I vow, 
To sit upon the mountain's brow. 

And all the glorious landscape view ; 
The seven brave Fenian bands around. 
In war, in peace, still faithful found — 

But now my friends are few : 
Then merry and g;ay in the summer ray. 

They frolicked and they shone ; 
With autumn's blast away they past. 

And I am left alone. 
My fate with tears may dim your eye. 
And wake your tender sympathy. 

' The circumstance alluded to in this stanza forms the sub- 
ject of one of the finest wrought romantic tales in the Irish 
language. 

♦ *' And forests crown thy cliffs-girt steeps" 
No " forests," at present, ** crown" the bold promontory of 
Howth ; but the ornamental plantations in the ancient demesne, 
and castle grounds, present a pleasing contrast to the rude majes- 
tic features of the surrounding scenery. In the wish expressed 
in the concluding stanza of our poem, every Irishman will 
most cordially join. Howth was one of the first acquisitions made 
by the Anglo-Norman knights in Ireland ; and it has continued 
nearly 700 years in one worthy family, through a succession of 
thirty Barons, to the present noble and respected proprietor. To 
his lordship's kindness 1 am indebted for one of the most ancient 
deeds of settlement of Irish lands, by the invaders. It was en- 
tered into by his great ancestor, prior to Prince John's con- 
firmatory grant of Jiouede (Howth,) to Alnwric the warlike, 
the second baron ; and is preserved, with several hundred other 
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curious documentiy all anterior to Uie year 1500, ia his lord- 
ship's archives. I here sabjoin a translalioB fnMo the original.* 



ODE BY GERALD NUGENT ON LEAVING 

IRELAND. 

This ode was composed in the reign of Queen Elizabeth^ 
by the ''Son of a Settler;" but he was one, who appears 
to have possessed the lofty port and bearing of a bard, whose 
proud soul spumed the enemies of his country. In him the native 
of the pale expanded into a native of the land. He adopted 
the language of the " mere Irish/' and learned to think and 
feel like his oppressed fellow countrymen. Roused by their 
wrongs, he flung aside the harp, and bared his arm in their 
cause; but, alas! his efforts were ineffectual, and be was 
forced to become a voluntary exile from ^e ill-fated land of 
his birth. On this occasion, he composed these sweetly paths* 
tic stanzas, so beautifully descriptive of the country. They 



* Know all men, present and to come, that I, Niehoht Samt La»reme9, bafc 
given and granted and by this my present deed, have confinned, to Almtric 
Stunt Lawr$ne€, my son, my whole land of Uautde, with all its appurtenances, 
as I have ever held the same, and all my eanquni m Inland. To have and to 
hold in -fee and inheritance, to him and his heirs, freely and peaceably, in 
churches, in mills, in lakes, in waters, in pastures, and meadows, in ways and 
paths, in woods and in all other things, which to me appertain, saving the 
service of John the Earl, Lord of Ireland. — In presence of J. Archbishop of 
Dublin— John de Conrcy— Hugh Tyrrell — Robert Tyrrell, his son — Willian 
the Little — Geoflfry de Constantyn — Adam de Hereford— Richard de Hereford 
^Geoflfry de Nugent — Adam de Pheypoe — Richard Talbot^ Robert de Nugent 
— Andrew de Courtyn — Robert de Exccstria — Geoffry de Vincestria — William 
de Vincestria^Ralph Whitrell— Richard de Castello- Robert de ComewaJishe 
— *cimi mnltis aliis.— Most of these witoesies fovbded families in Ireland. 

Without reference to the ancient documents in the possession of the Karl of 
Howth, no correct history of the English pale can be written. The importance 
of such a work is obvious. 
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may recall to the reader*s recollectioii Smollet's Ode to the 
Leven water ; and, perhafw, not suffer such even by a cmnpa- 
riaon. See, also, the affecting farewell of the unfortunate 
Mary Queen of Scots to the shores of France, commencing — 

'* Oh ma patrie tr^s ch^rte 
Ou je passal ma jeunesse/' 

1 ** What sorrow wrings my bieednig keart^ 
TofieefromlmrfaUr 
According to the bard, Kendk O'Hartigan, Anno 950^ 
Iniifaii, one of the early names of this Island, was derived 
from the h^ f^^il or *' Siome of DeUiny,'' brought from the 
East, and opce so celebrated in Ireland and Scotland. See 
Keating, for the wonderful virtues of the Ida faiif which, for 
many ages was as much venerated in Ireland, as was Jacob's- 
stone^ in the temple at Jenumlemf by Christian and Moslem ; 
or the famous black stone at Meccm, for centuries before the 
time t>f Mahomet. This Irish relic is, at present* to be seen in 
the ccNTonation chair at Westminster Abbey, where it is shewn 
as Jacob's pillow or pillar ; for the learned antiquaries of West^ 
minster do not allow that it has any connection with Ireland. 
In this they may be right, as to the stone now in their posses- 
sion, for it is confidently asserted by a worthy friend of mine,, 
who has obliged the world with many well-intended publica- 
tions, that the real Liafail has been abstracted from the coro- 
nation chair, by some zealous Gaelic Patriots, who have 
replaced it with the stone at present exhibited. It is forther 
surmised that it may, by due diligence, be traced, strange turn 
of destiny ! to the buildings of the Catholic AMSOcialiom ; and, 
stranger still, that it is there religiously preserved, by those 
Irish Demagogues, to crown their great leader on it, who by 
facetious anticipation is already known by the name of 
King O'Connell.—JHu vivai Rex. 



I 
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^ ** Plauu where generous UeedM ahcmmdJ^ 
UdUI the seventeenth century* Ireland was particularly cele- 
brated througbfout Europe^ for valuable hones. 500 cows have 
been often given for a single horse* Our bards have exhausted 
the powers of their language in descriptions of this noble 
animal. The old Irish breed is now nearly extinct. 

5 ** I see fair Finian's shore recede" 
Fintan, one of the companions of Casar, the earliest reputed 
colonist of Ireland. Keating makes a present of Fintan to 
the adversaries of Irish history. 

♦ " Rich piatHM of Ir.** 
Ir, one of the sons of Milesius. Irlanda, q. d. 'PeAp^^nn 1p. 

• " Nor ^er the crafty Saxon greet.** 
English treachery was a theme on which our Irish Tgrtai 
loved to dwell. It must be confessed, that no subject could 
be better calculated to heighten those feelings of national 
animosity, which so unhappily subsisted between the people of 
both countries, and which were so effectually perpetuated by 
repeated breaches of English faith. In the days of our bard, 
a horrible instance of this kind occurred at MuUanuuttf in the 
territory of Leix^ then recently formed into shire-ground, under 
the name of the Q^een^s County. The following notice of this 
transaction is taken from the manuscript already quoted. Vol. 
I. p. 186. — ** An account of the murder at the fort of MuUa- 
mast. In the year 1705, there was an old gentleman, of the 
name of ChUlen, residing in the county of Kildare, who often 
discoursed with one Dwyer and one Dowlingt who were ac- 
tually living at Mullamast, when that horrid murder was com- 
mitted, in the 16th year of the reign of Queen Elizabeth, Anno 
Domini 1573.* These old men frequently told him, that the 



* Tdafle, in his History of Ireland, and others, state, but withoat authority. 
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whole was plaooed and perpetrated by a combination of Catho' 
lie and ProiesiaHi fanulies, amongst whom they enumerated the 
Bowens, Hartpoks, Hovendens, Dempsies, and FUzgeralds, as 
Catholics, They further stated, that it was by these families 
in particular, the unsuspecting victims were enticed to M ulla- 
mastf under pretence of entering into a friendly alliance of 
offence and defence against their mutual enemies. That the 
sufferers were of the seven Sepis of Leix^ viz. the 0*Mores, 
O'KelitfS, 0*Lalors, Devoys, MacEvoys^ O'Dorans and O* Dow- 
Hugs; andf so effectual were the measures taken for their des- 
truction, that of the multitude which entered the fort, only a 
single individual escaped with his life, and he was one of the 
sons of O'More.* It is unnecessary to add, that the estates of 
the murdered proprietors, were granted to their assassins. Well 
might Elizabeth exclaim, as she is known to have done about 



that It took place in the reign of Queen Mary. That historian's object vns to 
shew, that before any change of religion took place, and when both were Catholic, 
the English persecuted and murdered the Irbh ; and to prove that fact, he 
has adduced the affair of Mullamast, which he has assigned to the reign of the 
Catholic Mary. We see, however, that some Irish families are named among 
the perpetrators, but it may be answered, that they were obliged to join, in order 
to save themselves. 

* The manuscript here alludes to " a common tradition of the country," that 
several lives were saved, by means of one IfarryLawUr, who, on approaching 
the fort with his party, jocosely observed, that '* he saw all going in, but none 
coming out." Suspicion being thus awakened, he prevailed on his people to 
remain behind and permit him to enter ; and if they did not see him quickly 
return, as he intended, then to save themselves by flight, for they might be sure 
that there was treachery at bottom. This intrepid individual, no sooner entered 
the fort, than he saw the breathless bodies of his slaughtered friends lying all 
around, and, immediately drawing his sword, he boldly cut his way through 
the murderous crew, back to his companions, whom he conducted in safety to 
Dysart, near Maryborough, beyond the reach of all danger. The noble con- 
duct of this brave and magnanimous character, who thus devoted himself to 
what might be considered certain death, for the safety of his friends, is deserving 
of every praise. Many an action, less entitled to the distinction, has been per- 
petuated in marble : but, alas ! poor Hnrry Lawlor wa^ an Irishman, and his 
name was, of course, consigned to oblivion. 
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this period, with referettoe to Ireland. '' Ah 1 how I fear, lest 
it be objected to tti, as it was to Tiberiui by Bmio ; yoa» yoa, 
it is that are in faak, who have comaiitted your flocks not to 
shepherds, but to wolves/' Yet, strange inconsiateBcy of 
hnman nature, this very woman, soon after so awful a confes- 
sion of an affrighted oonscience, again let loose fresh troops of 
ravening wolves, toconimit even more dreadful ravages, until the 
fiufust portion of Ireland was aknost totally destroyed. This 
she did by her grants and commissions to her infamous £avoniite 
Rmkigkf and the adventurous myrmidons called the ''Underta- 
kers" of Munster. The remembrance of the foul murders com- 
mitted in Ireland by that sanguinary man, can never be effiioed. 
But another opportunity may enable us to do full justice to 
his memory. 

^ *' From thee tweet Dehrm muti I pari.'' 
Delvin barony, in the county of Westmeath, gives the title 
of Marquess to the Nugent family. It was anciently the 
territory of the ancient Irish sept of Frndehm^ or FmnelUm ; 
and in the reign of John was granted to Gilbert de Nugent, the 
ancestor of our bard, and also of the present noble family of 
Westmeath. 



^ '' DmndargveU' happy landi. 
The rich plains of Meath. 



» 



PATRICK HEALY« WISHES. 

'' O that for me some home like this would smile." 

CampbeU. 

** £Jperaia»6tif , quoad lieita ei tnnociia, omnia mnt Ubera,** 
says Vincent Bourne, in the preface to hb elegant Latin trans- 
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lalioii of Doctor Pope's fsrourite Eogliili Mlad, '' The 
Patrick Healy, howerer, was content with the ttecoiaria, lor 
he has confined his humble aspirations to the thing^s merely 
necessary for the rational enjoyment of existence. Like the 
generality of his poor oppressed countrymen, his desires are 
moderate ; and yet, moderate though they be, there are miUumi 
in Ireland who are destined never to enjoy one of them, if we 
except that, which is so familiarily known, by the vulgar ap« 
pellation of the ** Beggar's blessing," alluded to by our bard in 
his concluding stanza. From both these ballads, some of the 
leading opinions of human comfort, which generally prevail in 
England and Ireland, may be ascertained. The EnglishiHUi 
wishes for a snug box in a country town ; the Irishman prefers 
the open champaign. The former, being fond of good feeding, fur- 
nishes a regular bill of fiure, not omitting even his Sunday pud- 
ding, " Sabbaiadiitinguatfarttim:** the latter scarcely notices 
the article food. All John's wants, in the female way, are 
supplied by a " deanfy y<nmg girl to rub kU baidpate;** but 
Paddy, at hinc lachrymie, will not be satisfied without one 
legally entitled to ** comb his locks," and ** to mind the cabban 
and the childer, your honour." Wives, in Ireland, are not 
sinecurists. This may be deduced from the conclusion of our 
poem, which anticipates, as a thing certain, ** a babe every 
Easter !" quite enough to frighten poor Parson Malthus out of 
his wits, and perpetuate the blessings of oor superabundant 
population. 

The subject of the present little poem is one which comes 
home to every man s bosom, and seldom fails, at some period 
of life, to occupy his most serious thoughts; nay often to 
awaken reflections favourable to the best interests of religion 
and morality. I am here induced to extend my limits a little, 
in order to lay before the Irish reader a few of Uie old moral 
maxims by which his ancestors were wont to regulate their 
actions, selected, with some care and trouble, from various 



I 
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sources, both oral and written.* Amongst them will be found 
some noble truths and sentiments expressed with much force 



• WISE SAYINGS FROM THE IRISH. 

The followiog passages have been translated from the Bock of BaUimoU, fo. 75. 
The translations are given, as the original is too obsolete for the present pur- 
pose, and the necessary explanations to render it intelligible would require too 
much room. The first paragraph is from the " Advice of Cormae Ulfada, (the 
long bearded,) to his son/* Carbr^, Anno 254 — 

'* No fellowship with a king — no falling out with a madman — no dealing 
with a revengeful man — no competition with the powerful — no wrong to be 
done to seven classes of persons, excited to anger, viz : — a bard, a commander, 
a woman, a prisoner, a drunken person, a druid, a king in his own dominions. 
— No stopping the force of a going wheel by strength of hand — no forcing the 
sea — no entering a battle with broken bands — no heightening the grief of a 
sorrowful man — no merriment in the seat of Justice — no grief at feasts^-no oIh 
livipn in ordinances or laws — no contention with a righteous person — no mock- 
ing of a wise man — no staying in dangerous roads— no prosperity shall follow 
malice — no coveting of skirmishes—a lion is not a safe companion to all persons 
— three deaths that ought not to be bemoaned : the death of a fat hog, the death of 
a thief, and the death of a proud prince— three things thai advance the subject : 
to be tender to a good wife, to serve a good prince, and to be obedient to a good 
governor." 

" The son of FUhil the wise, asked him what was the best thing to mai«nai« 
a family or a house ? — FithU answered, * a good anvil.'—* What anvil V says the 
son,^' a good wife,' says Fitkil, — * How shall I know her?* says the son,—* by 
her countenance and virtue,' says FUhil, ' for, the small short is not to be 
coveted though she be fair- haired, nor the thick short, nor the long white, nor 
•the swarthy yellow, nor the lean black, nor the (air scold or talkative woman, 
nor the small fruitful who is amorous and jealous, nor the fair complexioned, 
who is ambitious to see and be seen.'—* What then,' says the son, ' what woman 
shall I takeV — ' I know not,' says FitlUl, ' though the large flaxen-haired, and 
the white black-haired, are the best ; but I know no sort fit for a man to trust 
to, if he wishes to live in peace.' — ' What shall I do with them thenV says the 
son. — FUkU answered, ' you shall let them all alone, or take them for good or 
evil, as they may turn out, for until they are consumed to ashes, they shall not 
be free from imperfections.'—* Who is the worst of women V»-* Becsm.'— 
' What is worse than herV — ' The man that married her, and brought her home 
to his house to get issue by her.' — ' What can be worse than that manT — * The 
child gotten between them, for it is utterly impossible that he can ever be free 
from villaoy and malice.' '* 

" Wisdom is what makes a poor man a king — a weak person powerful — a 
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and brevity, and in the simplest language. Although we 
abound in proverbial sayings, derived from the wisdom and 



good generation of a bad one — a foolish man reasonable — ^though wisdom be 
good in the beginning, it is better at the end." — Book of Boi/tmoff. 

Such are a few of the wise sayings of the Pagan Irish, which have descended 
to onr timet. With respect to the dialogue between the ungallant Fithil and his 
son, the reader may recollect what Plutarch relates of the early Greek sages, 
who were accustomed to propose questions and riddles to one another ; and also 
the similar instances of Sampson, and of the queen of Saba, in the Holy Scrip- 
tures. — Pint, tept* iap,'-'Jud, ziv. 14.— 2 Kingt^ x. 1. — ^The same custom we 
here find prevailed in Ireland. The following original proverbs are of different 
ages. Many of them are of considerable antiquity ; and, of these, some are 
obscure. All are conformable to the rule, Quicquid pracipies, etto brevU, 

(IRISH PROVERBS.) 

2lichni5hche^|i c<^|i^ib i s-cjiu^^bhc^^n. 

'Uimi&e^chc se^pp ly t& if T^Xpti 

?lichrti3he^nn ni6|ibh^chc mobh^mhU^chc. 

^11 c-u^n <^3 muiK^bh m&6hle<^ch b*^ mh&ch^ili. 

?lichrii5he^fin ^inmhib lochc ^m^b^in. 

^liUie^chc mn& ionnp<^ice 5hnt&he<^nn cuncur C|tu^bli. 

*ll u<^in bo'n cor^^ch. 

^hjiiiishche^p 311^ tk^ h-^imp|ie. 

?li|t <^on <^n<^nih bi^bh choibhche be<^|tTn<^b. 

?ln c<^o|T<^&h u<^1Ach m Tppe^s^n bu<^lA6h. 

^n 1 5-coiTnh|ie<^nti foi&he^ch fu<^ch^fin. 

*lln c-flAc n<^ch n-3lAc<^nn irrtomh. 

2ln c-reob bot:h?^3h<^lA *r 'i T ^«*'"e. 
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esperiMMe of forawr Hmm, yet they bsve eiiarecl in tlie geoeni 
neglect ef oar HtMatnre. It is theiefoie hoped that some 



(IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

91ti bubh 5hn^ m h»^ch|m%hche<^p & 

2li|i li ni bjiCTch ipMti 3<^n fiiilibh. 

Tin u^ifi If c{iii^6h bp ch<^tli5h oKichfibh y^ ftich. 

XSibh tJbh <^i|t ^m^bi^in. 

b^l eibhifin ^'x cpoTbhe cuilinn* 

bu^ibhfibh An Cf-e<Vc)i no cAilpbh <^n 1711 An. 

beAchAbh An |TA{iAibhe )fT|tinne. 

Wbh cluib ipheAi\:Ai|i A3 An c-rAochiiAi&he. 

bi&h bopb 1:0 i^oifa. 

Wbh boipbcAchc 1 n-5eAt 5h&i]ie. 

bi&h cluAnAtbhe I n^^oAsh-ditilAi&h. 

boC 1(1 uAill Ate. 

buAine clu 'n& jiAo^iAL 

bpiAchAit bAodi bdodiAnAchc. 

beAnninsh 1 m-b&i&h bo bheAsh-bbume. 

bochc An-eAsleAij* A bhtor ^An cheoL 

ConAi|t 5An ^li&bbAUi conAi|t nA ji&ince. 
CneAirAchc qieA(ichAbh beAdiA An x-^Ao^iAil. 
C|tAi5eAn An bochc jAeh Ailp. 
Cpobh poimh An Apc« 
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Patriotic Irish sehotoff ttay temedy lliis ddect, Iqr crileeliBg 
and publishing these venerable iliela of ovruimntflaioto anil 



(IRISH PBaTSAB8.) 

C<^och ^n c^och Ai|t bh^h. 

C^c |t&|t cineil. 
ClAoi6he<^nfi ne^itc ce^|tc. 
(^omhfi^nn 66ch^T ^n c-in5h|ie^mAch. 
Ce^r^nn ^n bol5 l&n. 
CfiToTK^chc cTfice^hc. 
Co&hU if6Jb^ Tfk^i6e^n le^^nbh. 
CUoi&hce^nn ^n r^ch<^ch re^ns. 

&8ifie^chc 5^n lu^j". 

&aYce<^nn An bocht. 

&il 30 biush. 

6e<^|tbh|t^chAiIt 1M&|t^jKtehc oUch&n. 

6eiT 3«nih|ie as TArnhjiA* 

&uil3he An c-uA]bh|teAch^ bo cbeAnn|<QhKbh. 

C)eAcAi|t bpiim |tif In mhu|tni$)u 

&Ai|t ni fii&i|t |taf bo bh^nAmh. 

&ubh bo 3hn6 A|t An fionn^s f^ch. 
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sages, which are not inferior, either in wit or wisdom, to those 
of any other country of Europe. 



(IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

buhh bo le^c<^ <^|i ^n 1:10111163 C<^p<^i3h. 
bM, ^^\i It Til b|te<^chAnih |ficp. 

&e^|tc |-ul l^fvii|t. 

&e<^|ibh c<^|W^5h {loimh pi<^ehc<^n<^y. 

'^ei^pp beipe |:lei6he 'n<^ toy bpuiWine. 
'^ei^pp bpeol&n 1 n-bopn 'n^ copp <^ip c^ip6e. 
Yu^pu%he<^nn A chuib. 

yu^\l CUTIK^TITI c<^ili. 

^eile b<^pc<^cli<^in. 

Tpe^bhpan bhhj j^h^* 

"IPe&pp m^b^ hei 'n& le$mh<^n ni<^pbh. 

"^pd^pp ^ oile<^fvih^in 'ik^ ^ oi5eAch<^i". 

'^ei^pp Tpuin yleibh 'ti& tSy 5iop<^ic. 

'P^b^ cuimhfie |-en-leinbh. 

Ye^PS <^'t T**^^^ n&mhuib ^n be^sh-shp&ibh. 

"^PoillTishche^p 3<^ch iiTbh pe h-AiniTip. 

f^b^^m $p bo che<^n7i<^ch 50 b<^cp. 

Y^bi^n c<^r be^pc<^bh |:op pish. 
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THE MOURNER'S SOLILOQUY IN THE RUINED 

ABBEY OF TIMOLEAGUE. 

* Timoleague, Ce<^cb t7lo1A3<^,the house or cell of St, Malaga , 
« small town in the south of Munster. Near it is a Tenerable 
abbey, whose extensive remains indicate its former magnificence. 

— — — r ■ 

(IRISH PROVERBS.) 

TPe^pp 6^ T^uil *n<^ <^on c-yuiU 

'PoshlAiin fHK^n 3<^ch «<^3n<^i6he. 

^e^^np clu *n^ con<^eh. 

Ye&pp C0131IC <^ip 6-cuiy *n& <^ip beipe. 

5niihe<^iin l&ee leictMiei^chc. 
5<^n oile^Tnh<^in 3<^n mho&h. 
^n Ion 3<^n ch^p<^i&. 
5^n chi|Te ly |:u<^p 6j\ chlu. 
5eibh lop3<^n^cli 3eiTnhpe 3opc<^ch. 
5<^ch &e<^nih<^n pi3he<^nn ^ pe. 
5<^ch liibh 3h<^bh^p 30 h-olc inichT3he<^nii 30 h-olc. 
5<^ch ^ bh-i:<^3h<^p 30 h-olc imchi3he<^nn 30 h-olc. 
5i"6he<^n bU^b<^p c<^p<^6<^y. 
5n<^ch ocp<^ch |nochTnh<^p. 
5iiiih c<Qpc c^pc. 

5l6p TK^ch b-cuille^^Tin ^ 3.ce<^nn m re^V\i ^ bhach 
<^nn no <^y. 

VOL. II. c c 



40$S NOT^S. 

** These remains,'* says Mr. Brewer, " occupy a low bat 
lovely and peaceful station, on the banks of the silyer strean, 



(IRISH PROVERBS.) 

5<^cb copii p^ni ^ ice<^6h. 
5^ch coine<^l ^ 3-culu<^6<^|i. 
5<^ch ^m n1 h-e^3n<^ch T<^oich. 
2^ch 1116)1 b^o\i mh\^n 3<^ch mn<^oi. 
5e^n 5<^ch le^nc^ch ^ co6<^fiT<^chc. 
5nfthe<^Tin cei|Te cAchit^iK^chc. 
5iiT6he^nn '|*<^i&hbhi|t pSip ^ ^onc<^. 
5iii6he^fin olc olc. 
5iii6he<^iifi iiK^ich m^iche^i-* 
Siofi^cb fjii qi^ch^ rK^pc ly iii<^|-U^« 

loTiK^b 3<^oil <^i|t bbe^5&n c<^|t<^b. 

iTqiCTj^ 3lioc<^X '^^ ne^pc, 

^X niiliT fion, ly ye^^pbh <^toc. 

lochU^n cpu<^ch<^ch 3nT6he<^nfi u<^bh<^p'. 

It mo ch'e<^3U^ *ti<^ ch'<^bhbh<^|i. 

Idnih&i3h ^11 bh^ij- cobhU^« 

It mifiic ^ bhi 5p^^<^ 3e<^fi<^mb^il, ^3ur b<^ch^mhAil 

boii<^. 
ly iiK^ll 'x IT Wpe^^ch 6to3h^lc<^|' 6g. 
If coim c^b^m bo bhoichc. 
If T^h b<^och^iTi. 
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I 

whose tide laves the ancient but still firm walls.^ No spot 
could have been chosen more suitable for the mournful musings 



(IRISH PROVERBS.) 

It 3obh^|i 3^ch n<^e. 

If snKzh x^imz^ch i pK^chc^^TK^i*. 

It 6<^ll ^n spi^Mi b<^och. 

It T^PP ^n inh<^ich ^ c& *n<^ 6x1 mh<^ich 6 bht, 

It e<^5n<^ch 6e<^3h bhuine, 

llshe^nn 3iopp<^Tn<^eh ^n X5^^' 
lui6he<^nn bcchc it 3<^ch TS^ip^- 
lom 3<^ch^ Ve^iYi. 
loiT3e^nn tip ^'j cpton. 
'loice<^nn <^op<^&h m$p-chl(i. 
lulbhe^^nn PpoimpiollXn ipop ocp^^ch. 
lui&he<^nn TobhiK^T ^^P <^w'<^^^n. 
1ui&he<^nn cpu<^6hc<^n fo\i &htonih<^oine<^T* 
le^Cnbh loiTSche ipu<^cb<^nii cane. 
lei3he<^T 5^^^ ^P^^ comhp^bh. 
Vi^'Sh 3^ch boichc b&T* 
lui&hi&h loU^p <^ip u<^ichibh. 

f/i<^n|:ui3hil ^ n-6i<^ibh T^ch^^ip. 
f^k^ 3<^fi c<^i|tbhe 3<^n bhU^T- 
fVl^b ^n lu^3h<^T ^T 3^iwne ciiu<^t- 

cc2 
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of the bard. Grose, in his ADtiquities of Ireland, gives a 
pleasing view of this abbey. He says that the building, 



<IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

|/<^*T 6oTK^ m^ol IT me^x<^ Tn<^ol$5. 

M^V T^^ 1^ C13 oibhche. 

\A^*X lonmhiiiii liom ^n chfi&in if lonnihtAin liom ^ h-&U 

M^^P3 *'^n ^* ceile b^och^n bopb. 

no ch|iT. 
M^'P3 ^^ w^ &che<^ch ^^x 5^i^* 
M^'P3 Iphc^ll^T ^^n ^ ch<^|i^i6. 
M^^P3 q^3e^T ^ chi3he^|in^. 
M^^P3 b^ ^1 e^5C$i|t mhe^^bhU^h. 
M^^P3 ^^^5^T ^ cho3<^}i ciuin, no <^pun pe ba^n b<^och, 

co3<^pnoch n<^ch 3<^bh<^nn tcit> op<^iche<^T bbif 60 

chpi^p. 
f/inic t«^pp<^ch cliub^h 'n^ e<^ch cumuii*ce^ch. 
f/inic cu ni<^ll Ton<^ibhe. 
(Vli^n niu<^l^ch&in boipche^chc. 
^i<^n iTK^ibe |p^b^nc<^chc. 
^^'X bu^ibhe<^pch^ ceAnn ly clAon r\^ b<^ill. 
M^T 3peu3^ch ^n ph€^C03 ni pioc<^p ^ cn^^mh. 
|^<^ *X <^n ]l$nnh pfep ]t$inih bu 
IA^\ nK^ich le<^c <^ bheich bu^n cAich ipu<^p ^3Ut each. 
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though unroofed, is entire. It consists of a large choir with an 
able : one side of the said aisle is a square cloister arcaded. 



(IRISH PROVERBS.) 

^^ \i\om\\ 30 ce<^chc An i-cmc. 

^ i:huil i^bh fnAp 6.n ioc<^ 

4^1 bhpe<^ch<^nii e<^3n<^i6he rfibh n<^ch 6-cui3ednn. 

^ i:huil b^mc pe 'p^tobh^^ji. 

^i |:huil i^^ch i-usp^^bh pe ip<^obh<^p. 

4^1 c<^p 3<^ch bU^b^^tpe. 

4jT u<^i|*le<^chc 3<^n |-ubh<^ilce. 

^ bochc 30 bp^ichine. 

4^1 f<^i6hbhip 30 3Uip|*he^lbh<^&h. 

4|i ):huil cuTrK^nn 1 m^ipbpe^ch. 

4]i i:huil 6ile<^chc 1 loc. 

4fi fhuil 3l$ip Ache 3I01P neimhe. 

4] I 311 Ach cpAnn |:e$i3hce A* i:^f, 

^ 3nAch mAcAchc 3^11 inAip3. 

4^1 loii3eAnn i"eAn-chAc i ythn* 

4^1 6AileAnti cului3heAchc ^ilneAchc. 

4li ):huil AimhleAi* A ccoichceAch. 

4]ATnhuib 3pinniollAchc bulcApA. 

4|i iphuil po AojtA pe i:$3hlAiTn cpTonAchcA. 

4li h-Achpui3hceAp 311^ An buibh-TmeAp. 

4^1 i:huil xAoi 3 An lochc. 
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with a i^atforai in the middle : this leads to sereral large rooas, 
one of which is said to haTe been a chapel, another a chapter- 



(IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

^1 |:hiiil b1%he^h ^ (nAchc^nAi*. 

^eimhiofk^nn dobhl^ice^h 3<^ch Ti<^e. 

^io|t coib citi]ie fk^ch p^ch^h foitpibhe. 

4^ ce^^nn muc i m^U^ 

^ lonnj-urshe^nti 3<^ch ^on dn c^n^h. 

4fi fhuil f$6h 3<^n Xnnfibh. 

^ f hull |n<^bhc<^ <^chc bume bon<^ 

Olc 5ntbh olc bo chl. 
0(1 lobhol n^ |-<^nTic<^i3h, 
Olc ^fw^shdibh Tn<^iche<^T^, 
Olc pon iK^eh iiiArch b'<^on« 

Ochc n-<^mh^|tc ochc ccuimhtie. 
OciK^chc \ibh ^n le^3h<^ibh. 

P|ie<^b fc^n mh^^jtc ^x poc<^ch. 

|li^3hlui3he<^nn |tu|x^ch. 

jlobhuiTvi ^n c-pcb bhur me<^|-^ jioim ^ijt buj* ble<^hc<^. 

jliin 3<^ch i-e^^iic ^n |n3h ce<(ftc. 

\iox cupA fi<^l f e^|t fubh^^ch. 



NOTES* 407 

house, the third the refectory, besides a spacious apartment for 
the guardian of the house, with kitchen, cellars, &c. the whole 



(IRISH PROVERBS.) 

fU^i&i|te^chc 3<^n |ti<(5h<^il. 
ptiti<^i6he ce<^l3<^ch- 

|li3h mTof ho5hU^Tnch<^ ly <^t<^1 co|t$nc^. 

ycl&p 1 neifnhni&h. 

y&puishe^^nn e<^3n<^cbc j^ch x<^ibhbhpe<^T- 
y^oipe 1 l<^ech<^ibh biomhAome* 
Y*oi5hche<^ch i:oU^*nh ij* mi cop^nn. 
')fppe<^3<^nTi xpuAp b<^c^i3h, 
Y^^ibhbhite^^l* flop inibhAilce. 
Y^li<^l3he<^nn cpion<^chc l^i3he<^6h, 

YpKibe^^n r\6.e sn^ ob^^ip lAech. 
YobhfK^ 6^il 3pi<^n6h<^. 
yobhiK^ <^6hluic |:lucl>« 
y-^hzhe^nn ^fion ppinne. 
Yule 3dri che$ fSbli neimhe. . 

C<^ miAnf ui3hil 3<^bh^lc<^ch» 
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fonning a large pile of bailding. There is a handsome gothkr 
tower, seventy feet high, between the choir and the aide. 
Here are several tombs of ancient Irish families; as Mac 
Carthy Reagfas in the middle of the choir. West of it is an old 
broken monument of the €^CuUameM^ (the sept from which 
our bard was descended,) and on the right hand, that of the 
Lords de Courcy. The O'Donovans, O'Heas, and others. 



(IRISH PROVERBS.) 

CAipnse 1 m-beo. 

C13 3eiTnhpe i:o|i ^n |:h<^lly<^. 

C<^ 1:0 li^iTnh &x\ mh<^fi3<^ipe. 

Cu<^|t ifoX^ |:e^(tch<^inn bhi^n. 

Cu<^|t sojic^^ 3<^ilin3 <^'t S^ipbhi-hioii. 

Ciony3<^n<^nn cot ^<^ich cpToch mh<^ich. 

C13 3iti<^n <^ n-6i^i6h n<^ )!eAfich<^nn^. 

C13' lomchAp pe iroshlAim. 

Coil 3<^ch ^on jieip nK^p rfi. 

Cot mh^^ich le^di r\^ h-oibpe. 

CuiTle<^n T^^^^^- 

Cot e^3n<^6h u<^mh<^n tfkj m ^hwX e<^3nA m^ii 1, mAirh 

6<x\ 311$ 6on e, C<^3lA fee 31 Aip <^ m-b1. 
CoT<^ch coille <^'t ^eipe Tnon<^. 

UmhlAchc 6* uAiTle^chc. 
U<^bh^p 3<^?i c^ipbhe. 
il<^iTle<^chc 3^n Tubh^^ilce. 
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were interred here.")— This minute detail may, perhaps, serve 
as a key to the beautiful description of these venerable ruins, 
contained in the present popular poem. 

The ecclesiastical and collegiate ruins, so thickly scattered 
over the surface of Ireland, remain appalling monuments of 
the ravages committed by the first protestant reformers. These 
prostrate temples of the living God seem to proclaim the once 
permissive but temporary reign and triumph of his eternal 
adversary.* ** The monastic institutions," says Coke, ** pro- 
vided alms for the poor, and education for the rich :" but as 
soon as the numerous indigent adventurers, the Fastolft and 
Putoli of England, (whose descendants became titled tyrants 
in Ireland,) obtained grants of those profaned foundations, 
then '' all that piety had planned," was at once over- 
turned. Hear their own confession on the subject, contained 
in a proclamation from the TiOrd deputy and Privy Council of 
Ireland, on 4th March, 1584; which, for the benefit of modern 
reformers, is here transcribed out of the original Irish Privy 
Chuncil Book o( Xhtit period, f It needs no comment. Truly 



* " Our monasteries have long since perished, nor have we any footsteps left 
of the piety of our ancestors, besides the tattered walls and deplorable ruins. 
We see, alas ! we see the most august churclies and stupendous monuments 
dedicated to the eternal God, than which nothing can be now more defaced, 
under the specious pretence of superstition, most 61thi1y defiled and expecting 
utter destruction. Horses are fttabled at the altar of Christ, and the relics of 
martyrs are dug up." — 3Janham, in his preface to Stevens's additional volumes 
of the Afonastieon Anglicanum, 

How diflferent this from the. prejudiced descriptions given by a cleiigyman 
of the bigotted old orange school in Ireland, Doctor Ledwich, in all his 
writings, but particularly in his superficial prefaces to ArehdaW^ Mofuu' 
tie<m and Grose's Antiquities cf Ireland. An ingenious friend, to whom I have 
lent some little assistance towards an intended enlarged edition of Archdall's 
Monasticon, will, I hope, remember the advice which I have ventured to offer 
him on this point. 

t ** Jo P&RROTT. — Whereas it appeareth unto us, that churches and ehaun^ 
ceiis, for the most part, within thu realm, are not only decayed^ ruinated, and 
broken down, to the great hindrance of Godde's divine service, whereby the 
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aod pathetically has our bard exclaimed, in his address to the 
venerable ruins at Timoleague — 

Oh I justice in the struggle where wert ihau, 
. Thy foes have left this scene chang'd as we see it mow. 

The Mourner's Soliloquy at Timoleague Abbey^ is one of 
the finest modem poems in the Irish language. The author 
John Collins, or O^Cullane, was a man of considerable poetic 
genius ; and, with John Mac Donnell, deserves to stand at the 
head of the bards of the last century. He was a native 
of the county of Cork, bom about the year 1764, and 
descended from an ancient Irish sept, the O^CuUanes^ who 
were formerly lords of the town of Castlelyons, * and the sur- 
rounding territory, in that county. Stript of all their posses- 
sions, his tribe and family, like most of the plundered Irish, 
dwindled into peasants, and literally became the slaves of the 
Act of Settlement Men, than whom a more ruthless band of 
privileged usurpers were never, at any one time, assembled on 
the face of the earth, not even in Spanish America. Our bard 
having evinced an early disposition for learning, his education 
was carefully attended to by his parents. They wished him to 
embrace a clerical life, with a view to which, he made consi- 



TpeopU are for the most parte, aod in most places, lefte wUhout nutructioii, to 
knowe their dutie to God and their prince ; but also we fynde that fre^scholes, 
which are to be mayntained and kept for the education and bringing up of 
youth in good literature, are now, for the most parte, not kepie or mayntayned ; 
and brydges also, in moste partes ruinated and fallen down, for reformatioo 
whereof," (they were fond of the word,) commissioners were appointed, " U 
mak» inquiry into ih$ tame/*' The result of this " enquiry," we may conclude, 
was somewhat similar to those of most of our modem parliamentary amumsnmi 
rfmquhy, — It shews, however, that the reformation "worked well," at its 
commencement. 

* Boyle, first earl of Cork, (tee p. 165 ante,) in his last will, left the 
suppressed monastery of Castlelyons, to his daughter, Banymore, " to bay 
her gloves and pins !" 
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derable progress in the claMcs ; but their untoward circum- 
stances, or, perhaps, his own inclinations, prevented the fulfil- 
ment of tlieir wishes. Young Collins, in process of time, took 
a wife, and soon became the father of a family. He devoted 
himself to the instruction of youth , and was much respected in 
his native country, where he died at Skibbereen, in the year 
1816, at the age of 04 years. Several beautiful pieces of 
poetry, composed in his native language, (for I do not find that 
he ever attempted EngUth, although he spoke and wrote it with 
fluency and ease,*) are to be met with in Munster, where they 
are deservedly held in high estimation. JSis Soliloquy in the 
Abbey of Timoleague is considered as one of his best produc- 
tions, and has therefore been selected for the present publica- 
tion; but a hppo is entertained, that some patriotic Irish 
scholar of Munster, may collect and publish the remaining 
pieces of this ingenious poet. 



ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF OLIVER GRACE. 

^ This affecting elegy was composed on the death of Oliver 
Grace, the youthful heir of the ancient baronial house of 
Courtstown, in the county of Kilkenny, which took place in 
the year 1604. 



* Many Irishmen of poetical abilities have failed most miserably in their 
attempts to shine as poets in English, a lang;uage, which they did not sufficiently 
undertand. These men would have attained to a respectable rank amongst our 
national bards, had they confined themselves to their native tongue, with which 
they were thoroughly acquainted. One of them I iiave known. His moth«r 
tongue was the first he learned ; and in it he spoke through life, with fluoH^ 
and elegance. In it also he was accustomed to think, and his essays in 
English rhyme were but indifferent versions of his Irish thoughts. The struc- 
ture of his stanaas and couplets closely resembled that of our bards, but his 
English verse is too mean for criticism. 
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' John Mac Walter Walsh, the author, was son of Walter 
Walsh (Brenach) chief of the sept of ** Walsh of the Mauntahu,'' 
in that county ; and nearly related to the distinguished family 
whose loss he has so pathetically mourned.* His name, and 
poetical remains after a lapse of more than two centuries are 
yet familiar among the natives of that district ; and if the rare 
qualifications of mind and person attributed to him by popolsr 
tradition, be not gpreatly exaggerated, John Mac Walter wouM 
not suffer much if put in comparison even with the admirable 
Chrichttm. But traditionary tales must be cautiously received. 
In one respect, namely, as a poet, there is unerring proof of his 
having, perhaps, excelled the celebrated Scotchman. The 
present elegy, and several other fine compositions, yet remain- 
ing, entitle him to a distinguished place among our national 
bards. As these specimens of his genius principally depend 
on the memory of the inhabitants of the " Walsh Mountains," 
for their preservation, it would be highly creditable to the de- 
scendants of that ancient sept, to have them collected and pub- 
lished, as a tribute to the memory of so talented an indi- 
vidual of their name and family. 

* Ci^ clin3 n^ nK^pbh leiy <^n n-3<^oTch. 
" The sound of death is on the gale J* 
In this line, the bard appears to have used the term, clin5y 
which is foreign to our language, in place of the word Cfieibhil» 



* Pride of ancestry was not uncommon amongst our minstreb. The late 
Arthur 0*Nein, a northern harper, always eipected and received an extraordi- 
nary degree of attention, on account of the antiquity and respectability of his 
tribe. He generally sat at (able with the gentlemen, whose houses he visited ; 

and once at a public dinner in Belfast, where Lord presided, his lordship 

made a kind of apology to O'Neill, and expressed regret at his being seated so 
low at the festive board. " Oh ! my Lord," answered the harper, " apology 
is quite unnecessary, for wherever an O'Neill sits, there is the head of the 
table." His lordship had the good sense not to appear offended, and the claim 
of the MUuum was not controverted. 
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which the sense and metre evidently required. The elegant 
effect, however, which this exercise of poetic licence has on 
the entire passage, will be immediately felt by the Irish reader* 
The whole stanza calls to mind the following, in Mickle's fine 
Englbh ballad, of Cumner-Halle — 

** The death-belle thrice was heard to ring. 

An aerial voice was hearde to calle. 
And thrice the raven flapp'd its wing, 

Arounde the towers of Cumner-Halle." 

^ Courtown, rectius Courtstown, the ancient scat of the 
Grace family, in the county of Kilkenny. 



ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN CLARACH 

MAC DONNELL. 

1 Some short notices of this favorite Irish poet, will be found 
at p. 140 of this volume. Here one of the many elegies com- 
posed after his death, by his cotemporary bards, is laid before 
the reader. 

John Toomy, the author of the present lines, is known among 
his countrymen as an ingenious poet. He was bom in 1706, at 
Croome, in the county of Limerick. His parents being poor, 
were unable to afford him any education, beyond what little 
he could glean at such of the Cimmerian seminaries of the 
period, commonly called " Hedge-Schoob," as happened to 
escape the vigilance of the Popish-school hunters under the 
penal laws. Here, under cover of Uie bogs of his native county, 
young Toomey contrived to acquire a tolerable knowledge of 
the Greek and Latin classics; and he soon became known 
among his companions, as the author of several poems and 
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80Dg8« in his native language, which gare promise of future 
excellence. These juvenile productions show, that he was, 
even at that early period, as much indebted for the cultivation 
of his mind to the study of the great book of nature, as to the 
fljring lectures of the poor bare-footed professors of Irish and 
classic literature. Having married early, our bard soon found 
himself involved in domestic cares, and as the tuneful pro- 
fession had become rather a precarious mode of providing for 
the wants of a growing family, he was induced by the sage 
advice of some brother poets to open a house of public '' enter- 
tainment," in Limerick, where he exhibited a sign*board, noti- 
fying, in Irbh, his new occupation of Biaiagk, and humorously 
inviting all ''can-pay*' customers, to partake of his cheer and 
hospitality. Like Taylor, the English water-poet, he was one 
of the very few followers of the muses, who have succeeded in 
that line of trade. His house, for many years, was the favorite 
resort of the bards and wits of Munster ; and under that plain 
but festive roof, there ftequently assembled as many men of 
learning and genius, as more vaunted and favored societies 
then, or since, at any one time, have been able to boast of. 
John Toomey is remembered by many old persons still living in 
Limerick, who speak of him as a worthy man, and, in his sta- 
tion, a respectable citizen. He died on 1st Sept. 1775, and 
his remains were borne to the grave-yard of Croome, by a few 
surviving bards. His poetry is held in high estimation by his 
countrymen, particularly in his native province. 



it 



on Maig't green banki* — 



A river in the county of Limerick. 



** Claret ilhutrioui bard.** 



John Mac Donnell was surnamed Clarackf as before ob- 
served, p. 140, from the place of his birth near Charleville, in 
the county of Cork. 
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ELLEN HARTNAN, 

A MONODT. 

This poem was composed by Patrick Cownor^ a Kerry bard, 
on the death of his wife, Elleo Hartmon. Of him I could learn 
no more, than that he lived in the last century ; and, for 
many years, successfully taught Greek and Latin, through the 
medium of the Irish language, to the mountain youth, among 
his native hills of Kerry* Some of his productions, which 
I have seen, show him to have been a man of cultivated mind, 
and of poetical talents. 



EDMOND WALSH, 

A PASTORAL DIRGB. 

These verses contain the lamentation of a betrothed maiden, 
for the beloved object of her affections, who was accidentally 
drowned in the river Shannon. It is inserted as a specimen of 
the extemporaneous elegy of the Irish. 

1 ^^ In DvMoCt depth thy dwelUng^ULce u found" 
5u|t bt <^ti bei5hr(Tn (i&, &c. The JHnan, or Doynan, is a 
river near Callan, in the county of Kilkenny. This passage I 
suspect to have been corrupted, and that it should be read 
5u|t b*i ^r\ c-ponn^n iib, &c. In Shannon's depth, Ssc* — 
In the line immediately preceding, there occurs yii<^bh h&n 
r\^ ccuAch, Slieve-bawn of Cuckoos, a mountain in the 
county of Mayo ; and in the last line, the deceased is called ' ' the 
topmost branch of Slieve-bawn's side." Mention is also made 
of Lough-ree, the broadest part of the Shannon, from its source 
to the sea. Interpolations like the above, have often been 
attempted, in order to found local claims to favorite songs or 
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pieces of poetry, but seldom so eflfectually as to escape 
detection. 

There are in this little poem, like most of our old simple 
ballads, some inexpressibly tender passages, which often de- 
pend on a single word or expression, and are of too delicate a 
texture to be transferred to another language. The poetry and 
music of our old bards and minstrels seldom fail to engage the 
finest feelings of the human heart. Many an instance might 
be given of effects produced by them on our countrymen, simi- 
lar to those of the celebrated Rans-des-vaches, on the natives 
of Switzerland, when heard in a foreign clime. According to 
Rousseau, the music does not, in this instance, act as such, 
but as a sign which recalls past images by association. That 
this observation may be extended to poetry, has been proved 
by a circumstance which lately occurred in Dublin. — A youth 
from the romantic scenery of the Curlew mountains in Ros- 
common, recently brought to that city, and placed at business, 
having accidentally heard, among other verses of an Irish pas- 
toral poem, the following simple lines — 

len<< ceSlcA iiile nA cftmnne, 
'X ^6Jb <^3 ymim ^nn mo chlu<^y<^ibh, 
\)\ibh bhinne lioni-y<^ ^hmne^ch 
41<^ m-bo Any A' ni.bu<^ili6h ! 

Every feeling of his soul became, as it were, suddenly 
awakened. His imagination carried him back to the rural 
objecto with which he had been familiar from infancy. His 
eyes filled with tears, and, unable any longer to sway his sen- 
sations, he involuntarily wandered forward in the direction of 
home, in order once more to enjoy the beloved scenes from 
which he had been so cruelly torn. All night he pursued bis 
journey. The following day he was overtaken by his friends, 
who used every entreaty to induce him to return, but their 
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endeavours proved fruitless. At length he reached his native 
spot, and from it he could never since be prevailed on to 
separate. Similar instances have been related of the eflfects of 
some of our old mountain melodies. 



THE LADY IVEAGH, 

AN ODE. 

Margaret Bourke, eldest daughter of William, Earl of 
Clanricarde, first married to Brian Magennis, Viscount Iveagh; 
and secondly to the Hon. Col. Thomas Butler of Kilcash, 
county Kilkenny, where she died 19th July, 1744. She 
was a lady of great personal charms, and a bright example of 
every female virtue. Her piety, charity, and universal bene- 
volence, are eloquently described in the funeral sermon, 
preached after her death, by the Rev. Richard Hog^n, and 
printed in Kilkenny. The ode here presented to the reader 
was composed, in her lifetime, by a grateful student of the 
name of Lane, whom this excellent woman had educated, at 
her own expense, for the priesthood. It is more remarkable 
for purity of language and elegance of expression than for any 
of the higher attributes of poetry. 

* Here the author submits his verses to the judgment of his 
talented friend, John darach Mac Donnell, whose poetical 
supremacy was acknowledged by all the Munster bards of that 
period. This passage shews the high estimation in which that 
excellent genius was held by hb contemporaries. 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF DENIS MAC 

CARTHY. 

1 This lameuted member ef the Mac Carthy family, is de- 
scribed in a curious manuscript quoted by Mr. Brewer, as a 
" gentleman who retained much of the dignity appertaining to 
the ancient Irish chief. His name was Mac Carihy, and he 
was, in the language of our MS., titular King of Munster. 
He was descended from Mac Carthy More, king or prince of 
this proTince, and held in his possession the crown, sceptre, 
and other regalia appertaining to his antient dignity and family. 
He possessed also a cup, said to be from the cranium of an 
ancestor of Briam Baunrimk, whom the Mac Carthys had slain 
in battle.'' Vol. ii. 449. The yenerable Charles O'Conor 
describes this great Irbh sept, as ** the most eminent by far 
of aU the noble families of the south, and sovereigns of all that 
part of Ireland, including the grecUest part of the county of Cork. 
£yen when we were broken down by our own divbions, rather 
tfum the power of our enemies, the chief of this gallant fiiumly 
letiied into the mountains, where he maintained his hospitable 
independence, and the religion of his ancestors, in a manner 
which reflected back the honors he had received from them, 
and glad am I to hear that several respectable branches of the 
fiMwly stUl support a manly independence, after thie wreck of 
almost all that was dear to us both at home and abroad. I am 
really anxious for a g6od account of the celebrated Fiormee 
Mao Cafflhy*, wha assumed the title of lfare» by the unanimoos 



• In thn he was ditppw Hle d. Tbt Mlowiog tabU, carefUly compited hf 
Uie writer from origiMli dociMwmto, msy, k» IIub]mi» b« dtpendxi oa.— TIn 
two great heads of this princely funily in the reign of Elizabeth were — I. Donyl 
Mac Carthy More reagh of Deunond, created Earl of Clancarre. — 2. Mac 
Carthy 1101^^ of Carbernff both cousins, and descended from brothers. The 
earl had one daughter, Ellen- Anne, his only child. Her (in despite of secretary 
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saffrages of Tyrone, the clergy, and the people, and was kept 
prisoner eleren years in the tower of London, after which he 



Waldngkam) he gave in marriage to hU kinsman Florence, the eldest son of 
Mac Carthy reagh of Caiberry. This Florence afterwards became sole head of 
both Uuuws, and is the person above alluded to by Bir. O'Conor. I have been 
favored with a curions original paper, (now in the possession of Mr. Herbert 
of Mocruss) indorsed " Florence Mac Carthy More's statement of his trans- 
actions with the Browns," which would be indispensible towards furnishing the 
information wished for by Mr. 0*Conor. Florence had two sons, Dankl and 
FUrenee. The first married Sarah, daughter of the earl, and sister to the Mar- 
quess of Antrim. By her he had two sons, Florence and Ckarlee. The first 
of these married £linor, daughter of John Fitsgerald, Knight of Keny, and 
dHed without issue. His brother Charlea married Hooora, daughter of Lord 
Brittas, and had t son Florence, who died early in the reign of Geo. II. This 
Florence married Maiy, daughter of Charles Mac Carthy of Cloghroe, and was 
father of Randle, (the first of the line who became a protestant) who married 
Agnes, eldest daughter of Edward Herbert of Mucruss, by Frances, youngest 
daughter at Nicholas the second, and sister to Valentine the third. Lord Ken* 
more. Their son was Ckarlti Mac Carihff More, who was an officer in the 
gnards, and enjoyed but a small part of the great possessions of his ancestors. 
He died in 1770, without issue, and in him ended the direct eldest line of the 
faonly. His estates, about the lakes of Killarney, became vested in hia cousin 
Herbert.— The reader will now please to return to Florence the second son of 
the first mentioned Florence, and the Lady Ellen-Anne his wife. He married 
Maiy, daughter of The (yjkmomm^ by whom he had Deme, who obtained a 
gfunt of the lands of Castlelough, in the reign of Charles II. from his cousin 
Florence, son of Daniel Mac Carthy More and Sarah Mac Donnell. This 
Denis married Margaret Finch, an EngHsh lady of distinction, and by her had 
two sons, Florence and Jasftii. The first followed James II. to France, and 
was fkther of Charles (living in 1764 and in the French service), and of seve- 
ral other children, among whom the head of the family is now to be traced. 
Jiistifi, the second son of Denis, remained at Castlelough. He married Esther, 
daughter of Colonel Maurice Hussey of Cahimane, and, by her, was father of 
lUmdU; who, shortly after the accession of Geo. II. sold Castlelough to 
Cobnel William Crosbie. This Handle had several sons, who Mfere bred to 
Um iradee, and were nnedncaied pawpert, some of whom are still living. — Sic 
hwuH gloria Mmndi* 

The following aiiecting incident is taken from an interesting work, recently 
pubKshed.— " A considerable part of the Mac Carthy estates, in the county of 
Cork, was held by Mr. S. about the middle of the last century. Walking one 
evening in his demesne he obsenred a figure, apparently asleep, at the foot of 
an aged tree, and approaching the spot, found an old man extended on the 

Dd2 



4iiO NOTES. 

escaped and joined in the Tyrone war. Mac Carthy More, 
Reagh of Pesmond, had a right by an old castom and esta- 
blished rules, to call upon O'Donaghoe of Ross, O'Donagfaoe 
of Glanflesk, Mac Donagh of DuhoUow, O'Kief of Dmm- 
tariff, Mac Awley of Clan-Awley, O'Callaghan of Cloon- 
meene, O'Sullivan More, O'Sullivan Bear, Mac Gillicuddy, 
and others, to attend him in the field ; and furnish 60 horse 
and 1500 foot, to be at the call of the Earls of Desmond. 
Mac Carthy Reagh of Carberry's followers, were the O'Dris- 
cols of Baltimore, Barry Oge Roe, Barry Oge-Oge, O'Mahon. 
O'Donovan, O'Crowly, O'Mulrian, and Mac Patrick; he was 
subject, in like manner, to the call of the Earls of Desmond — 
he could jraise 60 horsemen, and 300 infantry. There was a 
spirit of rivalship among those ancient families, which excited 
among Uiem great enthusiasm on the day of battle, and no 
power the English could send against them, could have availed, 
if they had not been fatally split into different factions." — 
(yConar's Memoirs. — Mr. 0*Conor wished for a history of the 
ancient families of the south of Ireland, but in that he was 
disappointed. Such an undertaking, however, if properly 



ground, whose audible sobs proclaimed the severest afflictioa. Mr. S. inquired 
the cause, and was answered^-' Forgive me Sir, my grief is idle, but to moun 
is a relief to the desolate heart and humbled spirit. I am a Mac Carthy, once 
the possessor of that castle, now in ruins, and of this ground ; — this tree was 
planted by my own hands, and I have returned to water its roots with my tears. 
To-morrow I sail for Spain, where I have long been an exile, and an outlaw 
since the revolution. I am an old man, and to-night, probably for the last 
time, bid farewell to the place of my birth and the house of my forefathers.' "--' 
Crqfton Croker*$ Ruearcka, p. 305. — ^This unhappy descendant of the royal 
house of Mac Carthy More was probably Florence, the son of Denis, who 
followed James II. to France in 1691. — It must here be observed that the 
Mac Carthys of Mutkerry, descended from Ccrmacoge, and resident at Blaney 
and Macromp castles, were from a minor branch of the great stock. The last 
mole descendant of this line. Lord CUmcarty, died an exile in France, about 
1748. His two sisters and co-heiresses, married, one, Lord Delaware, and the 
other, Richard Trench ! whose descendants pride themselves not a little, on 
their distant relationship to the great but fallen Irish family. 
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executed and extended to the (yNeiU of the North, the Mac 
Carthyt of the South, O' Conors of Conaught, and G* Byrnes^ 
(yTooles, and 0*Kavanaghs, of Leinster, since the time of 
Henry II, might be made a work of national interest, and 
serve to throw open mines of historical information as yet 
unexplored. That the world knows comparatively nothing of 
the particulars of the mere Irish, during the period alluded to, 
is but too true. The Compilations, called " Histories" of 
this country, are little more than the sanguinary annals of the 
butchers of the pale, generally penned by bigotted or ignorant 
writers, the enemies of the ancient natives and their religion. 
For proof of thb, let the reader turn to the work of Leland, 
by many considered the best of its class. There are, I know 
some exceptions, such as Plowden, and a few others, but as 
yet no Las Casas has arisen to do justice to the Irish. This, 
however, is wandering from the subject, to which, with the 
reader's leave, I now return. 

The present elegy was composed by Timothy O'Sullivan, 
better known by the name of C<^bh3 3^o&hl<^ch, Jliaddeus 
Hibemicus, a principal bard of the last century, in the early 
part of which he was born. He was a native of Munster, and 
received a good education, from which, in the latter period of 
his life, he derived his principal means of support, as a teacher. 
Bom a poet, he '' lisped in numbers ;'' and the numerous 
poems, consisting of Odes, Elegies, Epistles, Songs, Pastorals, 
Sfc, which he has left, all bear the stamp of poetic genius, 
and shew him to have been eminently skilled in the beauties 
of his native language. It is to be regretted, that his muse 
sometimes indulged in sallies injurious to morality; but for 
this he endeavored to atone by an ineffectual effort to recal the 
offensive articles. He proved the sincerity of his sorrow, by 
abandoning his former follies and pleasures; and sought for 
real pleasure where only it can be found, in the consolations of 
Religion. For many years before his death, he devoted his 
talents to the composition of sacred poems and hymns, in 
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Irish ; of which a collectioii was published in Limerick, under 
the title of ** A Spiritual Miscellany." He died an exemplar 
penitent, and at an adyanoed age. on the 5th April. 17^ 
In some editions of the little publication alluded to^ will 
be found a short account of hb life and writings. 

O'SnlliTan was a man of wit. but. like Onidt he too often 
suffered it to rule without restraint. In compound epithete he 
indulged to redundancy, and in this particular he was imitated 
by minor bards of less judgment, who thus introduced a species 
of turgid composition, for inferior to the simple but nenrons 
style of our ancient writers. The following lines, merely descrip- 
tive of the hair of a beautiful female, from one of our author's 
poems, may suffice as a specimen :— * 

l)^ 5le<^nn<UYi)i^m &|t&Tn|te^ch,n&^mh|tdch^|:)U^oiiire^ch, 
H cdftnn-^hoilc chl^oM 'n^ rU^ob^Cibh ^5 i^ne^bh, 
50 b^chMl^ch. f^uftl^ch^ 30 tt^ulc<^ch, 30 ToiUi"e<^ch, 
5» c<^in^|iT^ch, C|i<^obh<^ch^ 50 n^mbbhi^ 30 b-Aoibhinn, 
%5 fc^c^bh, 'r^3 yille^h, 'r^3 riUMbh 'n^ becish, 
50 hAlc<^ibh, 30 qioi3hchibh, *x 3^ h-imioll ^n f? he$i|t^ 
^l\^ in-be<^|ic^ibh, n^ni^ch<^ibh nK^p chfiioix^l A ccU&h, 
50 Tl&TnAch i^3 c^T<^bb 30 h-(iTni^|U^eh, $|ibh^ 
*^A ii-bu<^l^ib 30 c^^lAmh 30 h-mie<^llAch Jmii^eh. 

In these verses, the art of the poet and the richness of the 
language, may find admirers ; but. for my part. I cannot avoid 
classing them among those eiamples of false wit. which ought 
not to be imitated. Here I must notice another reprehensible 
species of composition, consisting in a play or repetition of one 
or more words, sometimes met with in the productions of 
modem bards. The ensuing stania of this class disfigures 
one of our (otherwise) sweetest amatory effusions, entitled, 
^{^ifte |-hulcivih<^tt fheimh— rCheerful gentle Mary. — 
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tl f^hKipe If di wo shpJibh, <^*T 5t»^Mi mo ch|t^bhe bo 

5pK6h 6 <^ofr 30 b<<r> 3P^*>^ ^ bh<^oir <^3 r^r* 

5|ti^b1i chuipipibh 30 bUiich x^o} chjiS mS ; 
5|i^bh 3<^n i<il' ^ T<^e3h<^l, 3ii^&h 3<^n mtich le Tfppeibh. 

5lt<^bh b'')phK3 mi C|t^i6hce A Ti-b<^e|ibh[toi6, 
5li&bh mo 3h|t&bh ch<^|t mhn&ibh, <^'y A |-h<^mh<^il yub be 
3P&bh, 

ly<^n-Tiu<^bh ^ le i:<^3h<^il <^3 <^^n i:he<^ii. 

Here the word 3]i<^bh, love, occurs no less than tiiirteeii 
times in eight lines, a repetition which doubtless the poet 
esteemed as a beauty, but which others might consider as some- 
what on a par with the following whimsical French stanza : — 

'' Quand un cordier, cordant, veut corder une corde. 
Pour sa corde corder, trois cordons il accorde ; 
Mais si un des cordons de la corde decorde, 
Le cordon decordant fait decorder la corde." 

Thus pleasantly yersified by the celebrated English linguist. 
Doctor Wallis : — 

'< When a twister a twisting will twist him a twist. 
For twisting his twbt he three twines doth entwbt. 
But if one of the twines of the twist do untwist. 
The twine that untwistheth ontwistheth the twist." 

To conclude, the elegy on the death of Denis Mac Carthy» 
is written in a species of verse anciently called CoTK^chlonn, 
but in more modern times &&n-|'U^bhtt<^9 Unkfid verse, because 
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every stanxa mast begin with the same word, that ends tM 
preceding one ; and the poem itself must conclude with the 
same word, with which it begins. This was invented to pre- 
vent interpolation ; but it also shews whether the composition 
be perfect or not — See (yBrienj Did. in voce ComachkmM. — 
The translation imitates the original. 



ODE TO THE MILESIANS. 

IlaXai iror' H<rav oXkc/lcoc McX^aioc.* 

This ode, though addressed generally to the MUeeiatu, was 
particularly intended for the 5<^bh<^il]tk5hn<^ill, the G^Byna 
of Ranelagh, in the county of Wicklow. It is preserved in the 
** Book of O'Byme,'' among other spirited poems, addressed 
to the celebrated Feagh Mac Hugh, the heroic and chivalrous 
chieftain of that once powerful sept. This extraordinary man, 
who proved so terrible a scourge to the English settlers during 
the reign of Elizabeth, fell in battle against his hereditary foes, 
commanded by the Lord deputy Russell, in 1508. With him 
ended the dangerous power of those mountain warriors, which, 
for many centuries, hung over the settlers of the pale, not un- 
frequently carrying death and devastation to the very walls of 



* Thb oncnltr responte from Ariitopbaneft' PlutmiwasTenified, in imitation 
of a peculiar jingle in lome Insh rhymes, by a Kerry schoolmaster, who cer- 
tainly was better acquainted with Greek than with English, as follows : — 

" In former days, the O's and Macs, 
Were fiuned for treating foes to whacks ; 
But now, the sturdy Macs and O's, 
Are famed for bearing whacks from foes." 

Whaeki, Anglice TkwaekM, ^Onr translator has, however, added significantly 
enough liom Virgil : — 

Quondam etiam vtetii rtdit precordia virtut. 
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the captital. The conqueron retaliated seyerely on the fallen 
clan. Its ancient possessions were conferred on the BrahaxOHB, 
Wm^eUb, and other new English families, wliose posterity 
are now numbered among the nobles of the land, while the 
descendants of the O^Bymei^ with a few solitary exceptions, 
are reduced to the lowest ranks of society.* 

^ Angus O'Daly, the author of the present ode, was one of 
the household of Feagh Mac Hugh, and every way worthy of 
that dauntless hero and his eagle bands. It may remind the 
reader of more than one of the odes of Qrey ; and even lead 
him to conclude, that if that noble Englbh genius had been 
supplied with literal prose rersions of the reliques of some of 
our bards, he would have consigned them to the same immor- 
tality in his deathless strains, that he did the ancient Welch 
poems, which, fortunately for the Cambrian bards, he found 
in ** Evans's Specimens" of their remains. But even this 
bumble advantage did not await the Irish. I cannot, while on 
this point, avoid expressing regret, that (yCanor, (yHaUoran, 
or Valiancey, had not turned their thoughts in this way. 
That, by doing so, they would have signally benefitted bur 
ancient literature, there can be no doubt; though, perhaps, not 
their own fame as ort^tna/ writers. It may be said, that the 
drudgery of literal translation was beneath their talents, but 
surely nothing can be beneath the talents of any man, however 
exalted, that can tend, even in a remote deg^ree, to promote 
the honor of his native country. 

Here the writer has to regret, his having been disappointed 
in his intention of including, in this collection, a fine ode 



* Since the days of penecQtion have passed away, it has become customary 
with wealthy and aspiring individuals among us, (^MqfonaH primut quu^uufuU,^ 
to boast of their descent from our ancient fallen families, though often with no 
other right, than that which the Herald's fee can confer. 



426 NOTES. 

addressed to Hugh Ruadk 0*JlhnmeU» in 1606, bygone of his 
bards. IndepeodeDtly of its poetic merits, it might, with the 
other poems in this volume, serve to shew the injostice of 
Spem9er*9 indiscriminate censure of the Irish bards. The 
Knglish poet's oMiorHami have been carefully copied by snc- 
ceeding writers ; but hb copyists ought to have reflected, that 
Spenser, though an able, was a prejudiced man ; that he was 
ignorant of the language of our bards ; and formed his judg- 
ment from versions which must have been made for him, by 
some sycophantic or renegade Irishman, who knew what would 
please the feelings of his employer. We know diat even the 
Turks hesitate before they form their opinions of the Christiaaf 
from the reports of a renegade. Yet an ingenious modem 
vnriter scruples not, on such authority, to assert that the pane- 
gyrics of the Irbh bards were little better than avowed incen* 
ttves to wrong and robbery, and that such maiums as^ ** Valor ii 
justice,'' &c. were openly gloried in by them. Now I have 
read several of these poems, and have not met with one that 
answers this description : But how will the reader be surprised 
to hear, that the writer alluded to, perhaps, never saw one of 
the compositions which he has so minutely described ; yet sadi 
has been the invariable mode of treating every subject relatiog 
to Ireland. — F<e vidii. 



ODE TO BRIAN NA MURTHA O'ROURKE. 

^ This distingubhed chieftain (sumamed na Mwrtha^ i. e. ** of 
the bulwarks,") was one of the most powerful and delermioed 
opponents of the Englbh, during the reign of Elizabeth. His 
life was a continued scene of warfare, but he was finally obliged 
to fly for shelter to James the VI. of Scotland. That mean- 
spirited prince, though he secretly fomented the troubles 
in Ireland, basely delivered up the unhappy, exile to th^ 
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▼engeaDce of his enemies, and seat him a close prisoner to the 
murderess of his own mother, shortly after Mary's decapitation. 
On this occasion it is said that the ** virgin queen," struck with 
the noble deportment and manly beauty of her captive, had 
apartments assigned to him in her own palace, and intimated 
to her council that she wished, herself, prirately to examine 
him, as to the affairs of Ireland. The particulars of dieir inter- 
course, as handed down by tradition, may be partly seen in 
Walker's Memoirs of the Irish Bards. After scmie time, the 
royal inqubitor, aware that ** dead men tell no tales,'' trans- 
lerred her victim to the care of the law. This occurred in 
1692. The following account of his trial and death, is taken 
from an unpublished manuscript history of Ireland, page 462, 
written about 1036, and preserved in the library of the Royal 
Irish Academy, Dublin. — *' Bryan O'Rourke, the Irish poten- 
tate, being thus, by the King of Scotts, sent into Engand, was 
arraigned in Westminster - hall, his indictments were, that 
he had stirred up AUexander Mac Connell and others to 
rebell ; had scornfully dragged the Queen's picture att a horse- 
taill and disgpracefully cut the same in pieces, giving the 
Spaniards entertainment against a proclamation ; fier'd many 
houses, &c. This being told him by an interpreter, (for he 
understood noe English,) he said he would not submitt himself 
to a tryall of twelve men, nor make answer, esroep^ ike Queen 
sait m penan to judge Asm." (Thb latter passage seems to 
oorroborate the traditional story related by Walker.^ ** The 
lord chief justice made answer againe, by an interpreter, that 
whether he would submitt himself or not to a tryall by a jury 
of twelve, he should be judged by law, according to the par- 
ticulars alledjed against him. Whereto he reply'd nothing, 
but * if ii mutt be soe, let U be toe.* Being condemned to dye, 
he was shortly after carried unto Tyburne, to be executed as a 
traitor, whereat he teemed to be nothing mooed^ teorwmg the 
archbbhop of Caishill, (Miler Magrath,) who was there to 
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counsill him for his soule's health, because he had broken his 
▼ow, from a Frandscan turning Protestant.''— Orig. M8. 

The Londoners exulted at his death. Even '' the brightest, 
meanest of mankind," Bacon, for a moment forgot his bribes 
and philosophy, to be witty on the occasion. ** He (O'Rourke) 
gravely petitioned the queen, that he might be hanged with a 
gad or wUhe after his own country fashion, which doubilea was 
readily granted him." — Baeom't Euags, But the world hss 
now to decide which of the two men, the brave but betrayed 
Irishman, or the corrupt and bribed judge, most deserved the 
gad* Thb petition, however, if any such was ever sent, shews 
that O'Rourke relied on the queen, and that his real object was 
to apprise her of his condemnation. Sir Richard Cox, in his 
virulent ** History," inserts another anecdote, from PkUip 
O'SulUvan, worth relating.—'' Being asked why he did not 
bow his knee to the queen, he answered, that he was not used 
to bow. ' How, not to images V says an English lord. 'Aye,' 
says O'Roark, ' but there is a great deal of difference between 
your queen and the images of the Saints.' " — His head was 
placed on a spike, on the tower which formerly stood on London 
Bridge, and was one of the " Reorum IsessK majestatis capita," 
of which Hentzner says, he reckoned thirty in 1598, " Ultra 
triginta nos horum numeravimus." — lim. 116. 

Such was the fate of the gallant O'Rourke, Prince of 
Breifney. For particulars, concerning his private virtues and 
public character, the reader is referred to the poem here trans- 
lated; which is classed by Irish scholars among the best 
specimens of the ancient style of composition, in our language. 

Jokfi, son of Tama, O^MuUxnr^ of ArdckoUl in Tkowumd, 
Tlfib OlMmh^ or laureat of Ireland, composed this ode, when 
Brian ma Murtha was saluted chief of his sept, on the death 
of his brother Hugh, in 1566. It is one of the panegyrical 
poems of the Irish bards, and, as may be seen, does not con- 
tain any of the censurable passages attributed to these compo- 
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SI0D8 by Spenser. It is written in the Beatla Feme, or PhcB' 
nician diaUci of the Irish, which the poet tells us he used, be- 
cause the l)e<^|il^ piitT^^ch, or Plebeian dialect, was unworthy 
of his hero.— ^S^ the fifth sloiisa.— The family of O'Mulconry 
is distinguished in the annab of Irish literature, as haying 
produced several eminent writers. 

The gloss, without which this poem could not be well 
understood, was added by ThaddeuM Ruddy, or (^Rodtf, of 
Crossfield, in the county of Leitrim, Esq. ' an excellent 
scholar, well skilled in the Greek and Latin languages, and 
intimately acquainted with the language, history, and antiqui- 
ties of his native country*'' — Tram. Ibem. Celt. Society ^ 
DubHn. He was born near the source of the Shannon, in 
that county, in 1623; and "was the intimate friend of 
OTlaherty, author of the Ogygia, and also the friend and cor- 
respondent of Sir Richard Cox, (Lord Chancellor) and author 
of the ' History' of Ireland. He patronised learning and 
men of science* and to him the poets of his day devoted many 
of their best compositions." — Id. — He was, himself, a pleasing 
poet, and his gloss to the present ode, " compiled," says my 
MS., '' with great labour and industry, from several old 
authors," shews him to have been well versed in the ancient 
dialects of his native language. He died about the year 1706, 
at an advanced age, <^3ur qtocAipe 30 bhf^3 A ^nmuin. 



* The tnthor of the " Curiositiet of lateratore*' repreienta this learned 
Irish gentlemaD, as one "scarcely knowing his own language, and totally 
ignorant of all others." — In every direction, the Irish have been misrepresented 
by prejudiced and ignorant £nglish writers, but that so respectable an author 
should join the throng, and, by the sanctbn of his name, give the appearance 
of truth to the unfounded assertions of party, is matter of just regret. Foreigners, 
(and among these I include the English^ who, with regard to cerritf knowledge 
of Ireland, are as foreign to us as any other nation of Europe), should consider 
well, before they expose themselves, by uneiamined statements respecting this 
country, to the censure or ridicule of a people so tremblingly alive to the honor 
of their native land, as the Irish : and amongst whom knowledge is increasing, 
far beyond any example of ancient or modern times. 
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Tke idoi of ^1- 

Crom crd, the arch-deity ei onr paga# ancestors, whose 
rude ahars may to the present day, be met with in wild 
and sequestered sitoatioos.* 



' THE ROMAN VISION. 

The Romaa Vision, ^n YiC3^bhe pom^iwCeh^ Sprite or 
Apparition, one of the most popular of our modem historical 
poems, was written in 1650, but by whom does not appear. 
The author supposes himself at* Rome, ^(t $fi-chnoc Cheph^r, 
where the yision appears to him, orer the grares of two 
exiled descendants of the GaeL These were, the famous Hmgk 
G'NiaUp Earl of Tyfrcme^ the Irish Hannibal, whose sig;nal 
successes against the forces of Queen Elizabeth, in Ireland, 
embittered the latter years of that princess ; and Rory O^Dotmdl 
(brother of the celebrated Hugh Bmadhf) the first Earl oC 
Tyrconnell.f Afiker bewailing the uidiappy state of the Irish, 



* This liorrid idol end kt tbointnable wonhip are described in the DSm 
SmiicAm, (|iioted by I>oetA O^onor ia has Catalogue of the Irak If SS. in 
Stowe library, to which invaluable work, and the general histories of Ireland, 
I am constrained to mCbt tbo leader, fot partiadais e*Beemtng this, and the 
several other ancient personages and places, mentioned throughout this poen. 
It ii to be observed that the transition of the last Irish stansa, on p. 292, is first 
OB p. 296 ; the third and fourth, p. 294, are first and second, p, 297 ; and so, 
two English stanzas in advance, to p. 306. 

t Tbt great possessions of these devoted Iririi princes proved die cause of 
their nrin. Aftn the successful issue of the plot— contriving Cecil's gunpowder 
ndventoie in England, he turned his inventive thoughts towards this country, 
where every English minister may, at all times, be sure of finding ready instre* 
Bents to carry any plan into ezecutioiB. A plot to implicate the greet northen 
chieftains in treasonable projects, was soon set on foot, and finally proved loc* 
cesifnL This conspiracy is thus related by a learned English divine. Doctor 
Anderson, in his " Royal Geneakgieft,'* pristdl in Lendon, 1736. «<Aitfol 
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tbe bard describes the English monarchs, from Henry YIII* 
to Charles I. the progress of the civil war of 1641 > and the 
great Irish leaders of that time. He dwells at considerable 
length on the character and exploits of the dtstinguished Irish 
general Owm Roe (yNtallp and the patriotic bishop Mae 
Makonf of Clogher, who exchanged the crozier for the sword, 
and succeeded Owen Roe in the command of the Ulster forces. 
After again lamenting the downfall of the nation, which was 
hastened by the dissentions of some of his degenerate coontry- 
men, the bard emtmerates the chiefs of the ancient fisunilies, 
in whose union he placed his only hope for the salvation of the 
country. This spirited and patriotic effusion abounds with 
poetical beauties, and may be justly ranked amongst the best 
productions of the modem muse of Ireland.* 

The avowed object of the bard was to stimulate his country- 
men against the parliamentary forces, whose war-cry was. 
Destruction without mercy to Irish papbts. — See p. 152, aale. 
In order thoroughly to understand the poem, the reader should 
keep in view the political state and divisions of the Irish, at 



Cecil employed one St. Ltwience to entnp the earls of Tyrone and Tyrconnel, 
the lord of Ddvin, and other Irish chie& into a sham plot, which had no 
evidence but his. But those chiefs being basely informed that witnesses were 
to be hired against them, foolishly fled from Dublin, and so taking guilt upon 
them, they were declared rebels, and six entire counties in Ulster were at once 
forfeited to the crown, which was what their enemies wanted." Tyrone fled 
privately into Normandy in 1607, thence to Flanders, and then to Rome ; 
where he lived on the Pope's allowance, became blind and died 20th July, 
1610. TyrooniMll fled at the same time, and died at Rome on 28th July 1608. 
SeMial oni^al documenta ais preserved in the State Paper Office, London, 
connected with the above plot, including the correspondence of the weak and 
unprincipled St. Lawrence, which develope a scene of human turpitude seldom 
paralleled. 

* The poet Cowley's " Discourse, by way of Vision," concerning the govern- 
ment of Oliver Cromwell, will convey to the English reader an idea of the poetic 
machinery adopted by tbe Irish bards in many of their effusions, and of which 
the fnmsU poen aflbrds an example* 
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the period it was written. For upwards of four centuries after 
the invasion, the people of Ireland was divided into EagUA 
and Iriik, From the Reformation the distinctions of CaikoHe 
and Protettani, superadded all the bitterness of sectarian zeal 
and persecution to the former feelings of national animosity. 
Whatever progress the Reformation made in Ireland , was 
amongst the descendants of the Englbh. The great body of 
the people retained the ancient faith, but the old distinctions of 
ilsi^fo-Irish and JIft/enaii-Irish still continued amongst the 
catholics. During the civil war of 1641, the latter, with Owen 
Roe O'Niall, and other Irish leaders, espoused the cause of 
the Nuncio JRutatctiit, while the former, or Anglo -Irish 
catholics, adhered to his opponents. This fatal division focili- 
tated the progress of Cromwell's arms, which ended in the 
subjugation of the entire. To the Milesian catholics belonged 
the author of our poem, in which the views and feelings of 
his party are fully described. Most of the leading facts which he 
mentions will be found detailed in Carte's Life of Lord Ormonde. 

** The apatate Henry tpumt his ipotless queen 
Far AnHa*8 fresher beauties.** 

p. 318, 1. 12. 
Anne Boleyn, Henry the Eighth's '< Night Crowe,^ was 
an object of peculiar abhorrence to the Irish. Our bard calls 
her Henry's daughter. 

'< Can we forget Elizabeth f-^Oh never.'* 

p. 813, /. 18. 
Thb queen was as much execrated by her Irish, as she was 
idolized by her English subjects. It must be admitted, that 
both had good reasons for their opposite feelings towards her. 

** Eogan the red l-^-io freedouCs strife he Jiies.'* 

p. 317, /. 23. 
The character of Owen Roe O'Niall for patriotism and 
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bravery, is so well known to every reader of Irish history, 
that it would be unnecessary to mention him here, except to 
correct a strange mistake of the late Doctor O'Conor, injurious 
to the memory of that distinguished hero, and incorruptable 
patriot. The Doctor, in his valuable Catalogue of the MSS. 
in the Stowe Library, vol. i. p, 272, has given the following 
letter from Charles II. to the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. — 

*' Whereas we have seen a paper sent from you, our Lieu- 
tenant of Ireland, intituled, Doubts arising upon some particulars 
claymed by his R. Highnesse ^e Duke of York's Agents, 
Sic, — ^The first particular is claimed as a debt due from the 
pretended Parliament to Owen Raw, regicide^ and by him 
assigned to Edmund Ludlow, and by severall orders of the 
said Parliament in 1653, and of the pretended Councell in 
Ireland in 1658, the same was to be satisfyed in Ireland ; and 
part thereof having been accordingly satisfyed by the late 
powers, is granted to and enjoyed by his Royal Highnesse, 
by vertue of the clause, page 111, of the Act of Settlement, 
&c. the remaining part of the £5065, which was never satisfyed, 
is now claymed by his Royal Highnesse his Agents, upon the 
clause, page 44, of the Act of Explanation. But in regard 
that the said £5065, doth not appeare to be either an adventure, 
or an arrear for service in Ireland, or money lent for provisions 
for the army of Ireland ; but either some reward, or other debt 
due to the said Owen Row, from the said pretended parlia- 
ment," &c. — " From this interesting original document,*' says 
Doctor O'Conor, ** it appears that the Regicide Parliament 
granted to Owen Roe O'Neal, a pension of £5065. 17s. 6d. a 
fact hitherto unknown in our history, from which it is evident 
that he privately confederated with Cromwell, and that Ireland 
was conquered by her own hands, by Owen Roe in the North, 
and by Lord Orrery in the South." — Again, — " No writer has 
hitherto asserted or discovered the fact, that Owen Ro«;'s 
delays in signing the treaty with Ormond, were owing, not to 
the causes assigned by Caite, but to his receiving a bribe from 
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Cromwell." — Finally, in the preface, page iv. oi the work 
alluded to, the Doctor repeats the charge thus : " Tl ho would 
have supposed, for instance, that Owen Roe O'Nial, would 
have accepted a brihe of £5662. 17s. 6d. from Cromwell ? 
that he, who was the favorite patriot general of Ireland, should 
have been, at one and the same time, in the pay of the Pope, 
and of the Rump Parliament o{ England ? Thus far Doctor 
0;Coiior. 

Now, to all this the answer is easy» viz. that Owen Row, 
*' the regicide,'^ named in the King's letter, was a different 
person altogether from Owen Roe O^Niall, *' the favorite 
patriot general of Ireland." Owen Row was an Englishman, 
and was well called a regicide, for he was one of the commis- 
sioners of the high court of justice who tried Charles I. was 
present at the king's tryal, and signed the death-warrant for 
his execution,* at the very time that Owen Roe 0*Niall was in 
arms against that king's enemies in Ireland. How the learned 
author could have fallen into such a mistake, and that in a 
work which throughout displays such deep research and critical 
acumen, is to me wholly unaccountable. — 

Verum ubi plura nitent non ego paucis 

OfTendar^maculis, quas aut incuria fudit, 
Aut humana parum cavit natura. 

The explanation was, however, considered necessary, in 
order to remove a grievous imputation, inconsiderately cast on 



* See the proceedings on the king's trial, where this person's surname is 
written Roe, and he signs it so to the death-warranU In the Irish privy council 
books during CromweU's government, and in the records of the Act of SeUle- 
ment, I find it written indiscriminately Raw and Roe. Doctor Lingard, in a 
note, cautions his readers against confounding *' Owen Roe O'Nial with another 
of the same name, one of the regicides." But they were not of the same name. 
Doctor 0*Conor was the first who dignified the English revolutionist with th« 
name of O'Nial. 



NOTES. 



435 



the memory of one of the purest and bravest Irishmen that 
ever existed. 
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FINIS. 



ERRATA, Vol. I. 

Page 113, line 16, for O'Reilly, read O'DoNN ell.— same 
page and line, ^or accidently, read accidentally. — page 114, 
lines 8 and 16, for O'Reilly, read O'Donnell.— page 151, 
line 2, for prevades, read pervades.— page 168, line 27, for 
|yii, read ^i. — page 271, line 10, for drop, read droop. — page 
326, line 5, for Costello^ read Cassidy.— page 343, line 4, 
for woXiav, read TroXmv. — page 352, line 22, for Jind, read 

FINDING. 

Note. — Introd. p. IX.— Major invariably calls the High- 
landers, ** Scoti Sylvestres ; " and describes the bard who 
appeared at the coronation of Alex. III. as ** Quidam Scotus 
montanus, quern Sylvestrem vocant." 

ERRATA, Vol. II. 

Page 15, line 5, read •* free from all controuV^ — page 
105, line 2, for tliese, read mere. — page 117, line 3, read 
This poem presents an awful picture. — page 202, 203, line 1, 
for Mac Liag, read Mac Giolla Caoimh. — page 320, line 
5, dele bo yhiicn. — page 335, line 2, for storm, read strong. 
— page 348, line 4, for scattered, read old. 
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